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A Story from Castle Grampus 



Part First 
1. Parental Dreams 

Two middle-aged people, man and wife, were 
walking slowly along the beautiful road from 
Gorheim to Sigmaringen. It was a splendid day 
in late fall; the evening sun was flooding the 
valley with light and pouring a glowing 
stream upon the city and its towering castle, the 
mighty windows of which were illumined as if 
steeped in fire. In the cheering sunshine men 
and women were working in the fields and gar- 
dens and their children near-by were gleefully 
tumbling and wrestling in the grass. 

The leisurely couple apparently took no notice 
of all this. Having arrived at the crossroad, 
they turned round and looked back at the mon- 
astery whence they had come. Cloister Gor- 
heim, like all around, was suffused with light. 
It stood yonder against the southern slope of a 
chain of hills; in close proximity, south and east 
and west of its walls, lay the well-kept gardens ; 
farther away stretched the smiling fields and for- 
est preserves; the north, or rear of the building 
was protected by a somber woods which cap- 
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ped the brow of a hilly range. This contrast of 
brilliant light and dense shade threw the whole 
structure into articulate relief: A long stately 
rectangular building containing study halls and 
apartments for the clerics, was flanked on the 
left by a gabled tower, in which the Father Rec- 
tor roomed; on the extreme right stood the 
spacious convent church; back of the main 
building there was a large unpretentious house 
for the brothers and the guests, and near-by 
were workshops, granaries and barns. It was a 
pleasure to look at the place, which seemed so like 
an ideal home, smiling and peaceful. 

This was in the fifties of the Nineteenth Century. 
The establishment then in its fullest bloom was 
at the time in charge of the Society of Jesus. 
The mightiest intellects of southern Germany 
and especially of Wirtemberg made up the per- 
sonnel of fathers and scholastics who called 
Gorheim their home; their names were house- 
hold words, well-known and welcome among the 
people because of the good they had accomplished. 

The man and wife were still looking back at the 
cloister. "Say what you will, it is hard to be 
obliged to give up our only son. When shall we 
see him again? Maybe in half a year he'll be 
sent to the savages in India or China, in which 
case we have seen him to-day for the last time." 

"It will not go quite that fast," the wife replied 
consolingly, "and if in time he must cross the 
sea, we'll be permitted to bid him good-by. Just 
so he attains what he is aspiring after, and if 
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only he is happy — that he is so, he himself and 
his director have told us." 

"Yes, yes, I believe this and am satisfied; the 
remark of one of the fathers, however, namely, 
that our son henceforth belonged only to God 
and to his vocation and that he had left his fath- 
er and mother in order not to be hindered by any 
earthly tie from serving God alone, hurt me very 
much, because I took it to be an allusion to the 
visit we paid Bernard. The father told us plain- 
ly but covertly: 'You might have spared him 
and us your visit; it was a disturbance and a dis- 
traction' — that is what he meant to say, and it 
pained me so that I'll not forget it soon." 

"Martin, what's the matter with you?" the wife 
exclaimed. "Did he not receive us kindly and did 
not the Reverend Father laugh and talk with us 
as if we were acquaintances? The priest meant 
merely to praise Bernard." 

The couple proceeded on their way. They 
were approaching the Danube, which by a grad- 
ual and gentle detour was rounding the beet- 
ling foundation rocks of the frowning castle and 
laving and enclosing that part of the city lying at 
*ts base. The road turned to the left, paralleled by 
the river on one side, by a wooded, mountain- 
wall on the other. They had come to a bend in the 
road from where Gorheim could be seen for the 
last time. 

The father stopped and turned. "I can't help 
feeling sorry," he said, speaking to himself; "Ber- 
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nard would have been a great help and a cause of 
legitimate joy to me to the end of my days." 

"Martin," interrupted the wife, pleading and 
comforting, "don't let his absence effect you so! 
You know that if he has a call to the Religious 
Life he would not be happy with you in business. 
Perhaps the world would simply spoil and ruin 
him." 

"I don't believe that," he parried; "we could 
easily keep him in sight." 

"Do you know how long you have still to live," 
she asked, "and can you be his guardian forever? 
How do you know, Martin, but that Bernard will 
cause us greater joy as a Jesuit, than if like your- 
self he were to become a cooper and were even to 
acquire a vineyard or two more than you. Just 
wait till he's a priest!" 

"Yes, wait, indeed," — he retorted ; "among the 
Jesuits, First Mass doesn't come so soon as 
among the secular clergy." 

"One of the fathers told me," rejoined the 
wife, "that Bernard would probably be sent to 
another house this fall to prepare for Holy Or- 
ders. Then some day there will be a Mission and 
Bernard will be one of the missionaries and we 
will see him again. Ought not the very possibil- 
ity of &nch an announcement like this, for exam- 
ple, make us happy: 'The large parisn church in 
Smund or in Ellwangen or in Margentheim was 
packed with thousands of people; the church, 
however, was too small to admit the throng, there- 
fore it was found necessary .to erect a pulpit on 
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the common; the preacher was — think of it — 
Bernard our son! The eyes of the vast crowd of 
thousands of people were fixed upon him, — of rich 
and poor, of the clergy and laity, of men from the 
city and the fields, — when he began explaining the 
mysteries of faith, and the hearts of all were 
moved and many were converted when he spoke 
of the love and sufferings of Christ/ Would that 
not be grand and a great happiness? Mind you, 
in Spires, even the king went to the Cathedral 
to hear Father Roh preach." 

"No doubt, and Bernard may soon be called 
to preach in Stuttgart," the husband jested, "and 
if so, not only the king but the queen also will 
attend, ha ha!" There was something, however, 
reassuring in his laugh, which convinced the wife 
that her words were not wholly without effect; 
for where is there a father or a mother with a 
heart entirely free from vanity when there is 
question of the future of a son or daughter? 

"At the present time missionaries are especial- 
ly in demand," she continued, "the people are 
clamoring for them. Our Bernard, moreover, has 
a good voice and makes a fine appearance — " 

"That is true," he chimed in, "he is a grand 
boy, and the cloister has made him even nicer 
and more refined." 

"It is quite possible, then, that he'll be sent to 
the large cities where the rich live and princes. 
I don"t think he'd be bashful or afraid." 

Suddenly there was a boom as from a small 
mortar. The woman screamed unwittingly and 
held on to her husband. 
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"It's nothing," some one near them said; the 
speaker was the Street Superintendent; "they are 
blasting thru the rock for a new road, down there 
at the river. You can cross the bridge without 
fear/' 

Their informant had hardly spoken when they 
were startled by the hoofbeats of a runaway and 
the excited voice of a woman; just as they had 
stepped to one side of the road, a splendid, long- 
maned black horse came dashing round an an- 
gle of the mountain road madly galloping past 
them heading toward Gorheim. A lady was rid- 
ing him — that made it so terrible — who tried in 
every way, but without avail, to control the ani- 
mal which had been crazed by the explosion. At 
this sight the woman wrung her hands and call- 
ed aloud : "In the name of God ! the young lady — " 

"Don't fear for her," the Overseer, who had re- 
covered from his surprise, remarked, "she is 
the Baroness of the Woods who fears not even 
the devil himself. Just see how firmly she sits! 
See her switching the horse; he would not listen 
to kind words, she'll now make him feel the bit 
and spur." 

The Superintendent was right. The horse 
went rushing onward ; he and his mount seemed 
to be but one, so firmly she sat. She was now 
urging him off the road into the stubble-fields. 

The Superintendent laughed. "Ah!" he said, 
"she knows what she's about; in the ploughed 
ground he'll soon exhaust himself — see, see! — 
he'll now have to make up for his foolhardiness 
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by a real running and galloping test up and down 
the field— well, I'll bet he'll stand quietly in his 
stall to-night and that he'll not run away so soon 
again. The baroness certainly understands the 
business ; they ought to make her a cavalry officer 
in Berlin!" 

Upon which naive remark he laughed hearti- 
ly again. 

"Does she live yonder?" asked Martin, the 
cooper. In asking the question he pointed to the 
princely castle which from its mountain aery 
looked down upon the dark, silent waters of the 
Danube. 

"No, she is not blue-blooded enough for that," 
the Overseer answered. "She is simply visiting 
at one of the officials' in Sigmaringen. Rumor says 
that she had been unhappily married to a gentle- 
man, who was called the Baron of the Woods be- 
cause he had deforested all his lands in order 
to find money with which to dissipate. They say 
his habits were even worse after marriage than 
before ; that luckily he died after two years, hav- 
ing drunk himself to death; so it happened that 
at twenty-two she was already a widow." 

Martin and his wife were astonished at what 
they heard. 

"I thought she was barely eighteen," the wife 
remarked, "she looks so young." 

"But then, she is strong and plucky," the hus- 
band added. 

"In pluck she'll outdo the most daring caval- 
ier," the Superintendent remarked ; "well, her 
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marriage has made her wiser, at all events; they 
say that she had to defend herself against the hus- 
band who even attempted her life." 

"Was her married life spent in Sigmaringen?" 
the woman asked. 

"No, but either in Frankfort or Mannheim," 
the Overseer related ; "she is said to have a castle 
at the latter place. Her steward resides there; 
this is proven from the postal-stamping on the 
letters she receives." 

"Is she a widow a long time?" the cooper in- 
quired. 

"About half a year. She took off her weeds, 
however, after four weeks and swore she had 
done with married life forever. She in- 
tends studying Medicine to become a doctor in 
order to prove to the other sex her ability to take 
up a profession. At present she is staying with 
the wife of our mayor, who was a school compan- 
ion of hers at the same Institute ; in her company 
she hopes to forget the past." 

"It would be much better if she found a man 
congenial to her and would marry again," the 
wife observed. 

"That's true enough but there is a hitch in the 
plan. Because she is rich she thinks the man 
would marry her for her money only. Hence she 
mistrusts even the best of them." 

"That's her own fault," the cooper remarked. 
Then bidding good-by to the Superintendent, he 
added that he and his wife were on their way to 
Scheer, where they intended to stay over night 
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with the Reverend Chaplain, their cousin. Ac- 
cordingly they continued their journey along the 
mountain road toward the bridge which spans 
the Danube. Had they surmised that at some 
future time this baroness would have reason to 
be beholden to Bernard, their son, they would 
have been eager to know still more about her. 

2. The Novice 

A young person was walking thru the main 
corridor of Cloister Gorheim. When he came to the 
first of the little coal-oil lamps which were set up 
to illuminate the corridor at night, he stopped ; 
with the help of a stepladder he got within reach 
of it; unscrewing the top of the lamp he filled it. 
Then he cleansed the outside of the receptacle of 
every trace of oil, stepped down the ladder and 
looked around to see if the floor were as spotless 
as he found it. 

"I would not like to be reprimanded in the 
Chapter for untidiness," he remarked to himself 
— "No, I don't see anything ; there are no oil drops 
on the floor." 

The speaker was a fine young man in his 
twenty-sixth year; his face was a picture of 
health and innocence; there was little left of his 
wealth of curly hair, which was close-cut, except- 
ing a ringlet here and there above his brow and 
temples; his eyes shone with a blending of re- 
ligious gravity and childlike candor. The grace 
of his lithe slender form and regular development 
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of body, was enhanced by a black cassock which 
he wore. 

This young Religious was Brother Bernard, the 
son of Martin the cooper, and his wife. Accord- 
ing to a wise and approved plan whereby the 
young are held to mental work and corporal. la- 
bor, Bernard was obliged to see to all the lamps 
in the house. Lest his mind inflated with study 
might soar to the very heavens and beyond the 
stars, this prosaic work was assigned as a bal- 
ance; this menial task would teach him at the 
same time that duties whether great or small 
must be carefully performed and that the manner 
in which they are done is a matter of conscience. 

The brother was just getting ready to move to 
the next lamp, when a near-by door opened and a 
face appeared. 

"Carissime !" 

"Father Rector?" 

"Come into my room a minute." 

"I will, Father Rector!" Putting aside his oil- 
can and carefully wiping his hands, Bernard en- 
tered the room of the rector of the college. 

"Carissime, you will leave for Weissberg to- 
morrow, where until further orders, you will 
take charge of the Sixth Class. Father Cole- 
man is sick; he can't work anymore, therefore 
you will take his place. Leave here in the morn- 
ing at six o'clock to meet the train at Scheer 
which leaves at 8.12 ; you will arrive at Ulm short- 
ly after noon and at 10 P. M. you'll be at your 
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destination. Here is a time table. I'll see you in 
the morning before you leave." 

"Very well, Father Rector." 

"Now finish looking after the lamps. Vale, 
Carissime !" 

Bernard took up his oil-can as if nothing had 
occurred. And yet the first great change was 
about to take place in his life. He was being 
torn from his studies which in the no distant fu- 
ture would have brought him to the goal toward 
which he was ardently striving, Holy Orders. As 
a teacher in a great college of hundreds of boys 
and young men, his whole time would be taken up 
and his energy absorbed in the work of education. 
In consequence, the happy time for his enrol- 
ment into the holy Priesthood and of his First 
Mass was indefinitely postponed. At what sacri- 
fice the novice complied with the orders of his 
Superior which so deferred his hopes, no one ever 
knew. Perhaps he passed a sleepless night think- 
ing how his dreams and plans had gone aglim- 
mering, for where is there a candidate for the 
Priesthood whose heart does not expand when 
he thinks of the day upon which he will say his 
First Holy Mass. Perhaps during this night he 
buried other hopes and dreams and expectations 
besides— such, for example, as his parents enter- 
tained, namely, that before long he would be a 
priest and would be sent out into the world to bat- 
tle with the wicked of the earth and hell, to preach 
Christ Crucified from great mission pulpits 
and with words of fire marshal the faithful against 
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the hosts of unbelief and neo-paganism ; — toward 
such ideals he aspired, and they had filled his 
heart for a long time. Now all at once these gen- 
erous aspirations were stilled. He was to take 
charge of a class, scrupulously to bother himself 
day after day with boys, among whom, there as 
everywhere, would be found the dull, the lazy, the 
ill-bred, the passionate. Of course, all this is mere 
conjecture ; we do not know whether Brother 
Bernard was troubled with these thoughts and if 
so, how he met and disposed of them or whether 
he felt unhappy even for a moment. It 
may be that in the true spirit of obedience 
he accepted the order from his Superior 
gladly and without more ado and that he 
slept the last night at Gorheim peacefully as 
a child, convinced that he was obeying God in 
obeying the rector. God only knows. Be this as 
it may, the following morning he started for the 
great College at Weissberg. 

3. A Bad Pair 

Some years have elapsed. 

Weissberg College was situated in a wild ro- 
mantic place on the outskirts of a little rock-rib- 
bed town of the same name. The upper tieijof 
houses in this little mountain fastness were 
perched like swallow nests against the rocky ter- 
races. On the lower level the huts were jumbled 
together without much plan or order, crowding 
one another for space. The streets were tortuous 
and crudely paved; an impetuous torrent after 
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rushing thru the village went eagerly tumbling 
over a rocky declivity to mingle with a larger 
stream below. To add to the picturesqueness of 
this quaint alpine burgh, mighty trees like giants 
from some other world, in serried ranks stood 
guard upon the encircling pinnacles. In winter 
time the little college town was transfigured. The 
dazzling white of the shimmering peaks relieved 
by the raven black of forest groves and rocky 
recesses ; the sparkling, snow-covered roofs of the 
cottages, among which that of the old parish 
church on account of its size and altitude first 
caught the eye; the profound silence, the azure 
sky overvaulting all, threw a veil of such en- 
chantment over town and valley, that those young 
people might well be deemed fortunate whose lot it 
was to pursue their studies in this retired place. 
To discern and to gauge the happiness of the col- 
lege boys at Weissberg, the visitor had only to 
watch them on their large playgrounds; then 
would he see with what promiscuity and abandon 
in the mountain air, the hundreds of lads from 
six years up to University age, rushed back and 
forth and tumbled about in uncontrollable glee. 

Near the building two groups of young men 
lined up in battle array are facing each other, 
armed with snowballs. The Monitor, or Military 
Adviser among the combatants on one side, is a 
young professor in the garb of a Religious; oc- 
casionally he, too, takes part in snowballing his op- 
ponents. It is Brother Bernard ; you can tell by his 
habit that he is not yet a priest. His face, tho red- 
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dened with exercise in the winter air, shows traces 
of severe mental work. Laughing, he is poising a 
snowball in his hand, the while watching the 
tumultuous struggle to see where it might be 
planted with best effect. 

"Come on, triarii!" he good-humoredly tan- 
talizes the enemy who are about to retreat. 

At that very moment a globule of snow hurled 
with terrific force struck him in the side so that 
unconsciously he moved his hand to the place. 

A half dozen of the boys who stood next to him 
exclaimed with indignation, pointing to what ad- 
hered to his habit of the iced snow : "That's 
foul play, Brother Bernard; it's a shame: that 
snowball has been dipped in water — that's not 
fair!" 

"Who threw it?" shouted the exasperated 
crowd. But Brother Bernard smiled and said: 
"It doesn't amount to much; you better look to 
yourselves !" All the same he took notice from 
what part of the field the unfair missive had come, 
nor did the remark of the boys at his back escape 
him: "It was Umberto did it — or his brother, 
they always spoil the game." 

Yonder near the corner of the house the two 
culprits, Umberto and Eggie, to ward of all 
suspicion, participated more zealously than ever 
in the snow-battle. As the two were stooping 
for more snow, the elder brother whispered to 
the other: "That one told — hihi, it hit its mark 
perfectly! Here is another soaked ball, heavy as 
lead; take it up quick and hurl it with all your 
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might at his ear or face or nose; hurl it, hurl it! 
Oh! if you're afraid — you chicken heart, give it 
to me, I'll throw it!" 

While advising Eggie his brother, in this sin- 
ister way, the face of Umberto, a boy about twelve 
years of age, became quite distorted. His words 
were afire and his eyes glowed with hatred of 
Brother Bernard. The lads were wizen-fazed 
and sickly looking, and their dark, gleaming eyes 
and twisted mouths made them still more repel- 
lent. Brother Bernard with a cheerful voice 
again taunted the weakening wing of his oppo- 
nents: "Arouse yourselves, ye Triarians, the 
country is in danger!" — Quick as lightning a 
snowball struck him on the temple with a force 
to stagger him; it was water-soaked as the one 
before and nearly congealed to a lump of ice. 

Having recovered from the blow and wiped his 
face, he looked searchingly in the direction from 
where for the second time aj spiteful snow-missile 
had come. Mad with anger ten boys and more 
cried out: "Brother Bernard, we did not aim at 
you," — others cried : "Those two fellows there are 
guilty!" 

With an insolent shout Umberto stepped forth : 
"Who said we threw at the brother? I dare him 
to prove it!" Looking at his companions on the 
right and left, he challenged one and all to an- 
swer. He knew what he was about. The boys 
with few exceptions had been well brought up. 
None, therefore, would accuse him. Not because 
they lacked courage but because none of them had 
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seen the culprit in the act; altho the majority 
suspected the twain and with reason, they had no 
positive proof. Umberto and Eggie looked around 
defiantly; at last the elder remarked: "You will 
have to apologize to us." 

"That will do," Brother Bernard interrupted ; 
stepping up to Umberto, he took from his hand 
an iced snowball. "The use of frozen lumps has 
been strictly forbidden," he added ; "you will stay 
out of the game during the balance of the recess." 

Umberto received the rebuke and prohibition 
with an evil-boding stubbornness. He took his 
younger brother, who was not quite so callous to 
the reprimand as himself, by the hand, and frown- 
ing said : "Let us go !" They left the grounds im- 
mediately. 

Hardly seven minutes had passed when the big 
dog chained to the garden gate began to bark and 
whine and howl. 

Leaving the boys, Brother Bernard went to see 
what ailed the animal. He was just in time to 
witness a revolting act of cruelty. Eggie was at 
the watering-trough soaking snowballs which he 
flung with all his might one after another at the 
poor tethered animal. This very minute Umber- 
to came out from the classroom carrying an alpen- 
stock, the long steel point of which was aglow; 
evidently it had been made redhot in the stove. 
With the hot iron he attempted to restrain the 
dog from dodging the blows of Eggie; before 
Brother Bernard could interfere the frenzied St. 
Bernard snapped at the heated iron and grasped 
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it with his teeth, only to drop it immediately with 
a pitiful howl. The poor brute had scorched its 
mouth. Umberto shrieked with laughter. 

Instantly Brother Bernard was upon him, box- 
ing him right and left, then seizing him by the 
scruff of the neck he led him to the Father Rec- 
tor. Wild with fury, the elder lad ground his 
teeth and spat on the cassock of the teacher 
while being dragged forward ; Eggie, the young- 
er miscreant, followed more willingly. The sent- 
ence was held in abeyance. Umberto was ob- 
durate, he would not admit that he had done any- 
thing wrong; the one thing uppermost in his 
mind was the punishment he had received. 

"Brother Bernard has disgraced me," the boy 
howled ; "I'm a baron and no one has a right to 
touch me!" 

"Umberto, did not your father in this very 
room give me and your professors the right to 
punish you severely if necesary ? Is that not so?" 

Umberto sulked and refused to reply but Eg- 
gie nodded assent. "And you know why? You 
are proud and passionate and do not in the least 
try to better yourself. Your father has acknowl- 
edged this openly; therefore he expressly stated 
that you should be punished each time yoti did a 
grievous wrong. To-day you surpassed yourself 
in evil. You acted not as a nobleman but as an in- 
solent, wicked boor. You dishonored your- 
self in the presence of all your companions. After 
such deeds no other college would harbor you an- 
other day. Until further orders you and Eggie 
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are prohibited from joining in the common games ; 
of course, I must notify your parents of what has 
occurred. 

4. The Eye of the Superior 

Having dismissed the two chaps, the Superior 
addressed Brother Bernard. 

"Carissime, why did you not control yourself?" 

The brother astonished, replied; "Father Rec- 
tor, having caught the culprits in an act of atro- 
cious cruelty, I thought it was my duty to punish 
them on the spot. Did not the father of the 
boy...." 

"Listen, dear brother, when you punished Um- 
berto, were you free from all passionate feelings 
yourself?" 

"I was in revolt at the brutality of the boys." 

"But did it nojt afford you some pleasure or let 
us say, satisfaction, to have found an opportunity 
to box the ears of this good-for-nothing Um- 
berto?" 

Inclining his head, Brother Bernard answered : 
"Yes — perhaps, but I assure Your Reverence, not 
because he had struck me a little while before ; I 
had forgotten that the moment I saw the boy 
torturing the dog with the heated iron." He had 
raised his head and was speaking with all candor, 

"I believe you. However, I am also certain that 
some personal bitterness contributed toward 
hastening or aggravating the punishment you in- 
flicted on the boy. In the present instance, more- 
over, Carissime, you have been wanting in pru- 
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dence, the capital virtue of all, and much evil may 
be the result." 

"What do you mean, Father Rector?" the broth- 
er anxiously inquired. 

"I'm about to tell you. If Umberto had not 
struck you with snowballs a moment before, then 
• you could properly with impunity, have punished 
him for his cruelty to the animal. As the case 
stood, you acted imprudently. Umberto and his 
brother will adjudge the slapping you gave the 
former not as a merited punishment but as an act 
of revenge on your part for what the elder had 
done you in the snow-battle. According to their 
egotistic way of thinking they can understand the 
affair in no other way. Furthermore, if they tell 
the story to others, allowing for what they will 
add and subtract, if in this altered way they will 
relate it to their parents, the result will be they 
will believe them and not you. The consequences 
you can infer." 

"I am sorry to say that I did not think of all 
this," the brother honestly avowed. 

"No doubt, Carissime. But bearinmind that our 
'ego' is always our greatest enemy. Examine the 
whole affair before God and your conscience and 
mark the conclusions you will arrive at." 

"May God bless you, Father Rector!" having 
spoken these words of thanks he left the room. 

The rector continued in serious thought for 
some time longer. "It would not be the first time 
that an insignificant occurrence has enkindled a 
feud against us; may God protect our house and 
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disappoint my fears/' He went to his desk and 
wrote a letter to the parents of the two boys. 
Hardly twelve hours after having mailed the 
same, the rector was informed that Umberto and 
Eggie had stolen from the college at night and 
disappeared. The following night Brother Ber- 
nard lay awake. The uncertainty as to where the 
two lads, who had been especially entrusted to him, 
had fled, whether or not anything had happened 
to them, and added to this, the thought of the 
threatening cloud, which in consequence of his 
action, he presumed was even then gathering and 
lowering to overwhelm the college, filled him with 
dread and deprived him of sleep. 

5. The Family Grampus 
Among the Alps in that locality where the Ger- 
man language and the Italian are forever strug- 
gling gently and sometimes violently for mastery, 
even as the native mountain streams sometimes 
lap, sometimes undermine the banks that confine 
them — there on a bold prominence standing out 
from the border of the village, rises the castle 
of the noble family of Grampus. Across the 
impetuous torrent which laves the foot of the 
castle after a graceful detour, an old bridge 
leads to the massive gate of the tower, the 
mighty granite blocks of which have defied the 
elements for five hundred years. Within the castle 
halls, — whence every part of the romantic 
mountains and valley, the scattered villages, the 
encircling Alpine forests reaching to the very 
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heavens, unfold as a (panorama to the roving eye — 
all traces of medieval splendor have yielded to 
modern comfort. The people of the vicinity tell the 
strangest stories of the extravagant luxury with- 
in Grampus Hall since the day the lord of the 
mansion brought thither his second wife. The 
couple occupies the castle only in summer, they 
spend the winter in the Capital. Twelve years 
have elapsed since his second marriage, yet all this 
time the memory of his first spouse who was the 
exact opposite of the second, remains fresh among 
the people ; the former continues to be loved and 
honored because she had been a model Christian 
wife and a friend of the village poor. The pres- 
ent gracious Lady of Grampus shuns the vil- 
lagers; they know nothing about her excepting 
that she has immense riches and jewels and fine 
dresses and suites of rooms that are beautiful like 
heaven and many noble friends and visitors. The 
discharged servants however, the maids and la- 
borers who were gruffly dismissed, tell about her 
frivolity, her explosive fits of anger, her arro- 
gance, her indomitable pride; from all of which 
the people conclude that no matter how beauti- 
ful and rich and well-born she may be, she is 
nothing more than a dressed-up feline, a gilded 
dragon. The better-minded among the villagers 
had hoped that once the two boys, the offspring of 
the second marriage, were big enough to play* and 
romp about, that then the Lady Baroness, their 
mother, in attending to their bringing up, would 
become more serious and condescending. This 
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did not come to pass. The children grew up left 
to themselves entirely. It was not long before the 
pair, whom the mother had named Umberto and 
Eggie, gave evidence of an evil disposition, so 
that they were being continually charged not 
merely with boyish tricks but with deeds charac- 
terized by great cruelty and malice. 

Governors were appointed for them, but they in 
turn resigned after a short trial. It was impos- 
sible to manage the ruffians, especially in view of 
the mandate of the mother who declared 
that her darlings must not be touched but 
must be governed with kindness only. The 
father's opinion was neither asked nor con- 
sidered. He was probably aware by this time 
that there was no gainsaying his wife. If at 
times he made an attempt to interfere in the dif- 
ficulties between the preceptors and his children, 
the mother and boys got up such stories against 
them, their wickedness and incompetence, that he 
invariably agreed to their dismissal. After trying 
many governors, the baron at last engaged a fam- 
ily tutor. He was poor but honest and well-recomr 
mended. When he insisted that the boys must be 
brought up religiously, and when by going to the 
Holy Sacraments himself every two weeks he 
sought to strengthen his words by his example, he 
lost favor then and there with the gracious "en- 
lightened" lady. She looked for a falling-out with 
him ; a serviceable pretext was soon found. 

But the teacher was every inch a man. Lady 
Grampus having told him of his discharge, he re- 
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plied he was glad ; that her initiative relieved him 
of the duty of handing in his resignation, since 
his conscience forbade him to bring up the chil- 
dren without Religion. 

Furiously she answered him: "It is none of 
your business to tell me openly or covertly what 
I am to do in bringing up my children but simply 
to do what you are told. I want no Jesuit in my 
house, never!" 

The young man stepped up to her, and with 
bearing erect — he was very tall at that — he 
literally laid the law "down" to her calmly and 
deliberately : "Gracious Lady, I am proud of the 
title you have given me, altho I cannot compare 
myself with even the least of the Jesuits. But 
in so far as I know your two sons, I'll give you 
this advice on parting : If there is still any pos- 
sibility of making anything decent out of your 
boys, send them to a Jesuit boarding-school. It is 
the best I can wish you and your sons in bidding 
you good-by, namely, that they be taught and 
educated by Religious of the Society of Jesus." 

In this way he spoke to her without mincing 
words, without hesitation ; he spoke to Her Grace, 
who was trembling with suppressed anger, as he 
would have spoken to his scholars; then with a 
courteous, suitable compliment he left the room. 

A slap in the face would not have angered the 
highborn Lady of Grampus more than this un- 
wonted parting speech of the tutor; she realized 
clearly that, while blaming her, he had finished 
her off politely but contemptuously. 
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Other teachers succeeded the discarded one, 
but their educational success with the lads was no 
better. After a couple of years more — Umberto 
was then twelve years of age and Eggie eleven 
— the mother was convinced that her sons were 
on a fair way to be ruined soul and body. They 
were expert liars, dissemblers, greedy as animals 
for sensual indulgence, gluttonous; upon the 
smallest provocation quick to anger, lasy, deceit- 
ful, cruel ; in a word, they were rascals of the first 
grade. Until now the mother could not or would 
not see their vicious habits; on their part, the 
boys were adepts in flattering and deceiving her. 

At last the veil was torn from her eyes. On a 
certain evening the whole village was on its way 
to the castle headed by two men who were drag- 
ging along the young pair of noble scoundrels; 
before long the courtyard was filled with the vil- 
lagers; when the count and his lady appeared, 
they handed over to them their sons with the 
complaint, that during the May Devotions the 
boys had disturbed the worshipers by shooting 
sparrows and thrushes in the graveyard and 
making targets of the headstones; that when the 
old man at the rectory, the father of the priest, 
warned them off, Umberto aimed his gun at him. 
The spokesman continued: "After the sacristan 
appeared, they ran away and escaped by way of 
the priest's garden but not until they had shot 
at and struck the old man's parrot; the bird fell 
from its perch and hung bleeding suspended 
from its chain. When the aged man thereupon 



Digitized by Google 



A Story from Castle Grampus 



21 



made an outcry, Umberto aimed his gun deliber- 
ately at him so that the bullet passing thru a win- 
dow pane, just grazed his head. Then a neighbor 
caught hold of the little devil; the chap attempt- 
ed to shoot him also, but the man broke the boy's 
rifle to pieces. By this time the people were 
coming out of the church; incensed at what 
had happened they have come here therefore 
to demand satisfaction from the parents." 

The Madam of Grampus Hall at first was fu- 
rious at the "insolence of the rabble" and loudly 
demanded that the men who had arrested her 
children be punished, because the nobility would 
not and could not suffer such impudence from 
"vile peasants." 

She was answered by a bold voice from the 
crowd: "Your nobility is nothing to brag of! Do 
you know who was the father of the Lord of 
Grampus! He was at one time a real estate 
speculator in Linz, who after having accumulat- 
ed a pile, got himself knighted." 

The whole crowd laughed at the story. A 
second voice immediately added : "And she, the 
Lady of the Hall, is a baptized Jewess; she can 
thank her dowry of a few millions for the title 
she bears, for otherwise she would still be Miss 
Cially, the daughter of Abraham Silberstein, the 
accursed usurer who had so many farmers in 
his clutches; and 'tis so." 

Not a sound was heard while these words 
were spoken. They were uttered by a woman 
who was hidden in the last row. The whole vil- 
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age recognized the voice as that of the poor ma- 
son's widow who upon the death of her husband 
was stripped of house and home by Abraham 
Silberstein. Her bitter resentment was meant 
not so much for Lady Grampus but rather for 
that Jewish system of usury to which her hus- 
band had fallen victim. 

The noble couple was forced to listen to all this 
and to many threats besides. In his dilemma the 
lord promised everything possible just so they 
would not sue the boys. But what was worse, he 
found out that his sons had stolen money from 
him, their father, with which they bought the 
rifle and ammunition and that their present 
governor, of whom Lady Grampus thought the 
world, was in collusion with them. 

It was under these compelling and disgraceful 
circumstances and at the urging of friends that 
the father finally consented to send the boys to an 
Institution in charge of the Jesuit Fathers. 

"If they do not mend their ways there/' a good 
friend told him, "then, rest assured, they are in- 
corrigible." 

The mother was forced to yield as her last re- 
source. Upon their leaving for Weissberg she 
told them they were pitiable victims of a bigoted 
fanaticism and advised them to take nothing 

from the Jesuits How well they obeyed their 

mother in the boarding-school has already been 
related. 
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6. Lord Von Goldstem 

About a mile and a half from the castle, a 
beautiful estate embowered and protected, lay- 
nestling in one of the valleys of the Alps. The fa- 
ther of the present proprietor had bought the 
place when it was run down ; he had built it up 
and made it a residential park. A grand house was 
erected in the center of this garden or villa. On the 
outside wall above each window a golden star was 
affixed, a star also over each door and one at the 
topmost point of the flagstaff which could be seen 
far and wide. The large blue flag and the shield 
above the garden gate were inscribed : "The Vil- 
la Goldstern." 

The owner of the villa was sitting in a comfort- 
able room of his modern house. He was about 
thirty-six years of age and of distinctive appear- 
ance; tall, well-built, a veritable Hun in 
brawn and muscle, with a face noticeably bronz- 
ed; his hair was blond and curly, his beard full 
and of the color of flax, his eyebrows were 
dark, his lips heavy and red ; there was a steady, 
piercing look in his eyes as if it were their con- 
stant duty to be on the watch ; his hands and 
fingernails were white as snow and well cared 
for; dressed in the finest of clothes he looked as if 
on parade. But just because he was so 
spick and span as if on parade or ready for com- 
pany, it was strange to find him alone. There was 
much effeminacy apparent, however, in the man 
otherwise so imposing; then too, altho the Teu- 
tonic traits prevailed in his color, hair and figure, 
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there was much about him at variance with the 
German type. 

Back of where he was sitting hung an im- 
mense oil-painting in a most gorgeous frame. It 
was a picture of himself in fantastic costume. 
On the wall opposite, a huge French mirror re- 
flected the painting and at the same time the per- 
son of Goldstern the original, sitting at his writ- 
ing-desk. There were other pictures on the walls 
most of them of a lubricous or ludicrous charac- 
ter and at one end of the room, under a soft rose- 
ate light, stood an indecent marble figure of the 
muse. Von Goldstern, the renowned poet and lit- 
terateur, was reading a letter with much thought 
and concern. 

"The Baroness of the Woods is visiting and en- 
joying herself at present in Sigmaringen. Not so 
enjoyable is it for Grunhelm whom she has de- 
tected in his defalcation. She had trusted him so 
completely that he might have continued her 
steward till his death, or until you had angled land 
hooked the goldfish for yourself. The fellow has 
filched a round Ten Thousand; she has already 
handed him over to the obliging police, or rather 
his name only, for the man was careful to conceal 
the money and himself just in time. But the 
scandal is known and the whole story will soon 
appear in the papers. I hope none of my letters 
to him touching you have been found in his pos- 
session! Of course, we are not involved in his 
theft, but, all the same, it would be far from 
agreeable if the talkative public and especially if 
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the baroness would find out that we had corre- 
sponded with him. My opinion is that the Jesuits 
had their hand in this; without doubt, they are 
watching closely the baroness and her millions, 
and in the end she will be induced to marry a 
Jesuit in disguise. I know for certain that she 
was seen riding in the direction of Gorheim. 
Believe me, she is under their spell and guidance. 
But we'll sicken them of their prey. — Don't you 
know anything racy, an Ultramontane scandal of 
some kind, to divert the mind of the people from 
the steward's case? You are living in a very nest 
of bigots, give us a little invention, then, about 
monks and nuns; it would be outrageous if our 
names were mixed up with Grunhelm! In hurry 
and anxiety, greetings to you from your broth- 
er A. .... 

Pale with fright Goldstern laid the letter on the 
table. The first thing that escaped his rose-tinted 
lips was a curse of oriental length against the 
Jesuits and Grunhelm the simpleton; then he ad- 
ded : "We will simply have to wait and see if those 
letters will be found in Grunhelm's possession. If 
so : then — then — " 

That very moment the big dog in the yard be- 
gan to bark and two boys began to call : "Mister 
Goldstern!" 

A servant entered immediately and announced : 
"The two young gentlemen, Umberto and Eggie 
of Grampus!" Goldstern looked up astonished. 
"Bring them in," he said, "they are Welcome." 
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The boys were in the room in a minute, half- 
frozen and tired to death. 

"In the name of the Grecian gods/' he inquired 
sympathetically, "what snowstorm has blown you 
hither in midwinter? I thought you were in the 
boarding-school at Weissberg? Did you come from 
the castle? How are your parents?" 

Instead of answering, the lads all at once be- 
gan to bawl. Umberto then rushed forward and 
grasping the hands of Goldstern exclaimed: 
"Please, Mr. Goldstern, you have always been our 
best friend, help us, save us !" 

"Well, what in the world is the matter ?" he 
asked with surprise ; "are the farmers upon your 
tracks again? Where do you come from, any- 
how?" 

"Oh, Mr. Goldstern, we couldn't stand it any 
longer in Weissberg!" Umberto cried; "we 
couldn't please anybody, we were hated, maltreat- 
ed, locked up, whipped and persecuted — they 
would have killed us — " 

"And therefore we ran away," Eggie cried. 

"I understand," Goldstern replied, "you have 
come first of all to me that I might appease your 
papa and mama in advance!" The poet smiled 
with satisfaction while making the remark. All 
at once he addressed them whole-heartedly : 

"Dear boys, now then, tell me everything: tell 
me how you were treated, how you escaped, and 
of your flight; I am very interested. Let us first 
go to table, you are hungry and thirsty, I know; 
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there'll be time enough to go to the castle later ; 
of course, I'll go with you/' 

With a look of triumph Umberto nudged his 
brother; at the table the boys related most ter- 
rible incidents bearing on the questions above, 
Goldstern all the while taking notes. Toward 
evening he got ready and accompanied the fugi- 
tives to their home. Having arrived there, he 
said to the boys: "Now then, I'll speak first of 
all to your father." 

"No," they both screamed, "first of all to moth- 
er!" 

"Well then, I'll see your mother first and tell her 
you simply couldn't stand it any longer at the 
college and that therefore you ran away; in the 
meantime you must recall to mind all that you 
have had to endure and suffer there, so that you'll 
be able to prove what you allege against the 
place." Eggie wished to say something to Gold- 
stern but the latter had hardly finished talking 
when he was gone; Madam Grampus welcomed 
her "dear neighbor" with a noisy greeting. 

"But the fathers did not maltreat or scold us," 
Eggie remarked to Umberto. 

"Shut up, — or do you wish to get a beating 
from papa and be sent back to Weissberg and be 
laughed at by the boys?" the elder replied. 

Eggie was frightened and said nothing. 

Mr. Goldstern must have pleaded the boys' case 
eloquently, for scarcely five minutes had elapsed 
ere the mother weeping, stormed from her room 
and kissed and clasped the runaways passionate- 
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ly to her bosom. "My poor, poor illtreated dar- 
lings" she exclaimed again and again, "in what 
a pitiful condition I find you — the picture of real 
martyrs!" 

"Yes, indeed, they do look very thin and pale," 
Goldstern interruppted, "they must have many 
fast days in that Jesuitical College, eh?" 

"My poor starved children," the woman lament- 
ed, — "but then, didn't I expect it and try my best 
to hinder them being sent there. Of course, 
my husband — he must have his way; he it was, 
cold and heartless, who delivered my poor inno- 
cents to the Jesuits, and now — now — " 

"You can now see to the very bottom of the a- 
byss," Goldstern interjected to help along the 
crazed woman, "to the bottom of their tyranni- 
cal system of government, of slavery, of corporal 
bondage and systematic persecution." 

"Were you often sent hungry to bed?" the ex- 
cited baroness asked. To which the lying Um- 
berto unhesitatingly replied: "Almost every 
night, dear mama." 

"Every, every night," Umberto repeated; "we 
were almost starved — and frozen," he added. 

"And were you often locked up?" Goldstern in- 
quired. 

"Often, very often," the elder affirmed, "in a 
little dark prison, four, Ave, six hours at a time, 
sometimes all day." 

"It is terrible, it would shock the very 
heavens," the woman muttered wringing her 
hands, "and to think of the illtreatment and blows 
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and stripes and punishments besides — what may 
we not find out next!" 

"It's a real home of the Inquisition," Goldstern 
avowed. 

"An auto da f6," she suggested. 

"Torture pure and simple," he continued. 

"A torture-chamber, a place of martyrdom!" 
she added. 

"A house of despair, Lady Baroness!" 
"A hell, yes, a hell !" she screamed — "from which 
my darlings rescued themselves ; it is wonderful, 
a miracle !" 

"How long were you locked up on bread 
and water?" Goldstern questioned anew. "Three 
and a half days !" Umberto responded. 

"No, no," Eggie ventured to interrupt. 

"What, longer still," the insane mother cried; 
"my Umberto, how tenderhearted you are to wish 
to shield your executioners !" 

Eggie tried to explain, but Goldstern cut him 
off with another question. 

"Did the brother whip you every day?" 

"Every day," the elder swore, "and that is why 
we ran away ; he would have killed us, that Bro- 
ther Bernard!" 

"That name itself sounds fanatical," the man 
observed. "Brother Bernard hated us. I once — 
no, it was the boy next to me, hit him accidentally 
with a snowball : immediately he eyed me severely 
and struck me in the face. From that day on- 
ward he sought every occasion to humiliate and 
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punish me; his greatest pleasure was to whip me 
daily." 

At this stage of the disclosure Lord Grampus 
came in. His wife met him with clenched fists 
and biting words : "You heartless father, you 
unnatural parent, unworthy to have two boys so 
noble and true — you are responsible — 99 With 
these words she began ; the rest may be better im- 
agined than told. Late that night Goldstern re- 
turned to his villa delighted with his visit for 
many reasons. He had matter now on hand to 
interest the public and draw their attention from 
himself and Grunhelm to the Jesuits. As soon as 
he reached his room, he sat down to write — a lit- 
tle note and then a large letter. The two young 
fugitives on their part, were enjoying the tri- 
umph of their well-planned and successful flight; 
the more so for that their tender mother permit- 
ted them to make up for their enforced "hunger 
and fasts" at the college, by an overindulgence 
in wine and cake. They were the heroes of the 
hour. 

7. An Avalanche of Lies 

A couple of days later a liberal paper publish- 
ed the following: "Quite a sensation has been 
caused by the flight of two intelligent highborn 
boys from the Jesuit boarding-school at Weiss- 
berg. From information obtained the youths fled 
from the college and made their trying homeward 
journey in winter-time on account of the .persecu- 
tion to which they had been subjected. A friend 
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of the family took them in and brought them to 
their parents, who, as a matter of course, are 
highly indignant at the treatment their boys re- 
ceived; the evidence on hand has forever unde- 
ceived them as to the value of the much-lauded 
educational system of the Jesuits. We know 
nothing more at present but we promise to give 
the details of the story soon. We might add, how- 
ever, that the two rescued youths are one in de- 
claring they will never return to Weissberg Col- 
lege. 

Another anti-religious paper had the following 
to say: "It is simply revolting, again to be oblig- 
ed to publish an affair that has taken place in a 
Jesuitical boarding-school and which has just be- 
come public. Within the circle of the 'soutaned' 
aristocrats, Weissberg is appraised as perfect in 
its educational system and the best families 
therefore, in spite of the expense, send their 
blooded offspring thither to have them polished 
off and brought up religiously. That kind of edu- 
cation may do for youths whose ancestry for a 
hundred years back has been noted for its stupid- 
ity. In the present case, however, the Jesuits got 
hold of the wrong ones; that is, their system 
wouldn't hold for them ; the proverbial pitcher 
went to the well once too often. 

"Two sons of one of the most select families, 
who were well brought up by a refined and ex- 
ceptional mother, unwilling to subject them- 
selves to all the rules of a priestly, slavish tyran- 
ny, dared to remonstrate and to demand a more 
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liberal treatment. In answer a contemptible nag- 
ging followed. The boys were continually illtreat- 
ed, especially by a fanatical Brother Bernard, 
who pursued his poor victims with devilish hate 
and persistency. In spite of their years — fifteen 
and sixteen respectively — they were often beaten 
and so severely as to leave their bodies a mass of 
bruises and welts; they were often starved and 
nearly frozen to death in unheated rooms. Even 
this was not enough. The two pitiable subjects 
of this Jesuitical school were one day bound to- 
gether with a large vicious dog and then Broth- 
er Bernard told the other students to bombard 
the brute and the boys, with frozen snowballs. 
He himself gave them the example and some of 
the other fathers joined in the sport. They 
shouted and were ready to burst with laughter 
when they saw the lads and the animal tugging at 
the common chain to escape the blows of the iced 
snow and particularly whenever the dog in his 
frenzy snapped at his chain-fellows. Finally, 
when the half -frozen boys begged to be released 
from this torture, Brother Bernard quickly 
heated a poker in the stove and held it redhot un- 
der their noses so as to force them to beg for 
mercy. The patience of the two brothers was at 
last exhausted. Regardless of consequences, on 
a stormy wintry night they fled from the abomin- 
able place. When almost half-dead a friend met 
them on the way; he took them to his house, re- 
freshed them and called for a doctor from the 
Capital ; after some days they were sufficiently re- 
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stored and were then brought to their parents. 
The boys had a great many other things to tell 
about the college besides what is here reported, 
and they swore they would rather die, yea, a 
thousand times, than return to the care of those 
pious fathers. The State Attorney will, of 
course, look into the matter. The sequel to it will 
be carefully and scrupulously related in this pa- 
per." 

A large orderly magazine reproduced this 
"truthful" article word for word with flaming 
head-lines and by way of comment, harangued the 
public to down the Jesuits and all Religious Or- 
ders of men; moreover, it besought the Govern- 
ment never to allow a convent or monastery with- 
in its confines and to exclude from the public ser- 
vice all the alumni of "Ultramontane" schools. As 
special news, the article added that Brother Ber- 
nard had already been tried and arrested. "Let 
every patriotic father," it advised, "swear upon 
his honor never to consign a son to Ultramontane 
hands!" Papers less unscrupulous, the so-call- 
ed pious Church Papers, in their turn sang to 
the tune of their radical elders and had articles 
of their own, spiced with the well-known condi- 
ments, such as, "Enslaving the minds," "Roman 
tyranny," "Terrible secrets," "Concealed pas- 
sages," to prove what a blessing the Reformation 
had been; as their special news-item the public 
was apprised that the two maltreated children 
were sons of one of the best and highest Catholic 
princely houses. "There is reason therefore to 
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hope," one of these papers reflected, "in view of 
the terrible experience suffered by those of their 
own flesh and blood — a dispensation from God, 
without doubt — that their eyes are finally opened 
to see the unhallowed doings of the monasteries 
and to acknowledge the hypocrisy and slavery 
which reigns within them." 

Not two but ten boys were involved in the 
above affair, according to another journal, and the 
illtreatment they received was not confined to 
bodily punishment but included other unspeak- 
able deeds against morality; it asserted that this 
has been going on now for many years. All 
the papers agreed on one thing, however, namely, 
that the college suspend immediately and also 
that meetings should be held to talk over these re- 
volting things so as to influence the people to 
separate from the Jesuits and to separate from 
Rome. 

This was the postlude of the comedy in which 
Mr. Goldstern figured with the fugitives of the 
Grampus Family. That he was the sole fabri- 
cator of these news articles — not a single per- 
son suspected. The people who read the papers 
believed the news as they did the Scriptures. All 
that was said to the contrary in Catholic papers 
was simply ignored ; as a result a popular move- 
ment of protest against the educational system of 
the Jesuits arose and began to make headway. 
The wily Goldstern chuckled. The principles 
of the papers, of their owners and editors, the 
credulity of the people that is prejudiced against 
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the Catholic Church, were known to him ; he knew 
it was but necessary to write something startling 
and scandalous and the news mongers and the 
people would accept and believe it and turn wild 
with excitement. 

8. Friends in Need 
This was a trying time for poor Brother Ber- 
nard. The eye of an experienced rector had fore- 
seen the mountainous cloud which developed 
from the little speck in the heavens and which 
threatened to overwhelm not only the College of 
Weissberg but also the other houses in this par- 
ticular Province of the Order. Anonymous news- 
articles were received at the institution daily, 
many of them addressed to Brother Bernard per- 
sonally, rehearsing with every variety of ad- 
dition the calumnies of the two boys. This un- 
animous opposition, made up of all classes of un- 
believers, whose mouthpiece was the Jewish, 
radical press, backed up by the overcredulous and 
prejudiced Protestant people, might well be 
feared. 

Weissberg College did not remain inactive in 
the meantime. The true story of the case was 
sent out to all the Catholic papers and many of 
the lying sheets were compelled to withdraw 
their charges ; these, however, were by no means 
silenced by any forced retraction; they simply 
repeated the lies and calumnies in some other way. 

During all this godless agitation Brother Ber- 
nard was reproaching himself: "Had I only con- 
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trolled myself, all this would never have happen- 
ed." He felt weighing upon him a terrible re- 
sponsibility that made it almost impossible for 
him to pray or work or sleep. Gladly would he 
have died at the time, partfy in atonement for 
what he had done and partly because his life had 
become burdensome to him. 

The one gleam in this storm of hatred and per- 
secution was the love and loyalty with which his 
brethren stood by and upheld him. From the 
very moment that the wicked united in singling 
him out as the victim of their malice, the hearts 
of his religious confreres were opened to him as 
never before. The whole college was one in con- 
soling, defending, and protecting him. Before 
this there had never been a display of unusual 
sympathy toward him, nor was it customary in 
the establishment for the brethren to be senti- 
mental or effusive toward one another. All was 
changed now; the very ones who formerly were 
the first and sharpest in correcting his faults were 
his best supporters in his hour of trial ; they prov- 
ed their love to him in many ways and helped him 
to bear patiently the persecution to which he was 
being subjected. 

"The enemies of God have made him the tar- 
get for the whole Order," his brethren remark- 
ed, "he is made a victim for all, a martyr." 
Therefore they regarded him not only with sym- 
pathy but even with a secret admiration be- 
cause he had been chosen a substitute for all to 
bear so heavy a cross. 
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One day Brother Bernard knocked at the 
Father Rector's door. Seemingly oblivious to the 
hearty greeting with which he was received, he 
begged his Superior to listen to him for a few 
minutes. "Your Reverence," he began, "this place 
has become unbearable to me." 

"What!" the Superior exclaimed: "You don't 
intend to strike your colors?" But when he saw 
the emaciated face of the poor brother, his dis- 
tracted mien and brimming eyes, he was fright- 
ened. Taking him by the hand he led him to a 
chair. "Sit down," he said, "and let us have a 
good talk. It will relieve your heart." 

With a hoarse, half -chocked voice the brother 
said, standing: "Father Rector, send me away; 
I must go, — I am not worthy to remain in the Or- 
der." Regardless of interruption, he immediately 
proceeded to enumerate the evil consequences 
which had already resulted from his momentary 
loss of control in disciplining the children of the 
Lord of Grampus. "I do not possess the virtue 
of patience and meekness such as our Rule pre- 
scribes and our Blessed Savior demands ; I have 
given scandal ; my name is dishonored before the 
world, I have injured and imperiled the Order; 
the excitement, moreover, has so unnerved me 
that I cannot do justice to my duties either as a 
Religious or as a teacher ;" like a gushing stream 
the words came out of his mouth; "it was unfor- 
tunate that I ever entered the Order, I had no 
real vocation — therefore the best thing to do is to 
dismiss me from it. The Order will thus be rid 
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of an encumbrance and will be in a condition to 
tell all the world that it cannot be held responsible 
for an unworthy member whom it was obliged to 
expel." 

The old Father Rector, who was a keen discer- 
ner of spirits, permitted the brother to say what 
was on his mind. In spite of his sympathy he 
could not refrain from smiling occasionally at the 
young man's remarks. When he had finished, 
the Superior began : "Carissime, hearing you talk 
would convince anyone that you are guilty of all 
that the papers have lied against you. The 
thundering of the enemies' cannon has confused 
you; a brave man would have guarded against 
this. The tumultuous shouting from the opposite 
camp is but a ruse to discomfit us; we are well 
aware but not afraid of their tactics. It is not 
the crackling and thunder but the hitting that 
counts. Now look at the case coolly and you will 
have to admit that the young lads of Grampus 
would have run away and calumniated us anyway, 
oven if you had not punished them for their atro- 
cious cruelty to an animal. For a long time the 
fellows were looking for a pretext to escape from 
this college which they so hated. The one great 
mistake was this that for the sake of an old friend 
we admitted them at all and that we did not expel 
them after their first trespass. Every college the 
world over has had similar experiences with 
spoilt and petted boys; and everyone of them, 
whether secular or religious, must reckon upon 
such experience. We have been exceptionally for- 



Digitized by Google 



A Story from Castle Grampus 45 

lunate until now in this respect. Ask your re- 
ligious brethren in France, they can tell you as- 
tonishing stories! In what regards the conspir- 
acy of the newspapers against us, it is sufficient 
to bear in mind that we belong to the Society of 
Jesus. Acts of injustice and exhibitions of un- 
controllable temper, of passionate and cruel ex- 
cesses towards pupils are by no means uncommon 
in other institutions — but they are ignored, no- 
body notices them at all ; with reference to us it is 
different. It was not a hatred of injustice but of 
the Jesuits and their schools which led to such 
a criminal exploitation of your trivial loss of 
temper. You were indiscreet in punishing the 
two spoilt boys not as to the matter of their desert 
but only as to the time, as I have already told 
you ; for this hastiness you are sorry and it will 
never occur again; that ends the affair as far as 
you are concerned. You are only the occasion 
but not the cause of the consequences which en- 
sued ; — the reasons for this persecution of us, are 
the illbred boys in the first instance, in the second 
instance, the parents who had neglected them, and 
lastly those who gave currency to this tissue 
of lies against our Order. 

"Bear in mind the tradition of our Order which 
says that our holy Father Ignatius prayed that 
God would never leave his children without per- 
secution in this world, in order that they might 
realize the words: 'The servant is not above 
his master/ Console yourself, therefore, Carris- 
sime, for being tried in the crucible. The fire of 
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hate and calumny has cleansed your soul of your 
recent fault and of past faults. Emulate that 
Swabian knight who at the time of the Crusades, 
tho his shield was being dented with arrows, de- 
serted not his post. Deprecate your faint-hearted- 
ness and despondency and be a man every inch 
of you, and remember that the Society will bear 
you safely over the stormy waves. Our Savior 
in His own good time will speak and the winds 
and the sea will calm. I will overlook the punish- 
ment which your lack of courage deserves and in- 
stead of dismissing you from the Order, command 
you simply to return to Gorheim, there to take up 
what will be assigned you. In your present con- 
dition you are of no use here and especially out of 
place in class. In Gorheim you will have a chance 
to become your former self again. The particulars 
I will tell you this evening before Chapel prayer." 

Brother Bernard gazed upon his Superior lov- 
ingly and thankfully. "May God reward your 
goodness to me," he said, "a thousand times. On 
account of my fault I thought myself unworthy 
of the Order ; I now think that on account of my 
dejection and discouragement I am not — " 

"You are a big child, Carissime ; be sensible, be 
a man — Vale!" The brother left the room to get 
ready to return to Gorheim from where, as has 
been related, he had been sent to Weissberg. 

9. A Mysterious Guest 
The first few days Brother Bernard had noth- 
ing to do in Gorheim but to rest up. One after- 
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noon the rector came to him and said : "Walk 
over to Sigmaringen and bring this package with 
my best wishes and regards to the Ecclesiastical 
Counselor Geisselhardt. The walk will do you 
good." 

"Well, well, so you are the Brother Bernard of 
illrepute!" the counselor, who was a big man 
physically and officially, remarked, after the 
young brother had introduced himself. "Now tell 
me what truth is there in the whole story? Did 
you indeed thoroughly dust the breeches of those 
youngsters? Tell me, I'm somewhat curious to 
know." Simply and truthfully Brother Bernard 
related the story, and the counselor in his naive, 
honest Swabian manner condoled with him so 
heartily that the young man confessed: "Your 
Reverence, I am more encouraged than ever and 
am coming to believe that all is not yet lost." 

"Nothing is lost," the counselor answered ; "we 
always gain in the end by being persecuted. Let 
the Jews and heathen and bad Christians build 
up our funeral pyre — it does not follow by a long 
ways that we'll have to ascend it. And let me tell 
you in all earnestness: Those criminal boys — 
be they old or young — who calumniate and perse- 
cute a defenseless Religious or his Order, will 
pay for it dearly even in this life : just watch 
and you will see! 

"Now then, I have a little commission for 
you," Father Geisselhardt said at parting. 
"It concerns a poor sinner whom I beg 
you to conduct to Gorheim; beg one of the fa- 
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thers to help him thru a Retreat and then to hear 
his Confession ; it will be a long Confession no 
doubt." To the questioning and astonished look of 
the brother the old priest replied : "I'll tell you 
briefly how I came across the man — he is in the 
parlor over there. On my last collecting tour 
in the Netherlands I found him in the depot ; there 
was something strange about him ; he looked like 
an absconding treasurer, I said to myself. How- 
ever, as soon as he saw me he made place for me 
next to himself; the depot was quite crowded at 
the time ; by and by we got talking to each other, 
but never a word did he say from where he came 
or whither he was going. I told him about my 
Orphan Asylum and how kind many had been 
to me especially the people of Wirtemberg, who 
if they had nothing else would have given the 
very shirt from their backs; and so we talked 
and talked. The man became more and more ret- 
icent and meditative ; there was something on his 
mind. Finally he reached into his pocket and 
handed me a Napoleon : 'It is honest money/ he 
said, 'I have earned it, and give it to your poor; 
let them pray for me ; I need it/ I answered : 'Sir, 
have you anything on your mind? Our Savior 
has died for you also, perhaps your soul needs a 
going over/ We took the train together to Tiibin- 
gen. He asked me how much farther I was go- 
ing. 'To Sigmaringen/ I said. He started at 
these words but immediately answered : This is 
a hint from God; I'll go with you/ That's 
how he came here. 'Now then, since I am here/ 
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he said, 'I wish to procure peace for my soul/ 
Thereupon I remarked: 'Up there is Gorheim, 
go there, make the Spiritual Exercises and then 
pour out your heart to one of the priests and all 
will be well with you again.' Til do that/ he said, 
'and afterwards I will attend to some business in 
Sigmaringen/ Consequently, I wish you to show 
him to Gorheim, Brother Bernard. Maybe he'll 
tell you more about himself than he told me ; per- 
haps he's somewhat afraid of me because I'm so 
big a man. I could not help thinking, however : 
The alms you gave me for my poor have brought 
an immediate return ; you got the grace of Con- 
fession in reward." 

In this way the good father, who was a phys- 
ical giant, talked just as if he were a child. An 
hour later Brother Bernard was on his way to 
Gorheim with the stranger. The latter scrutiniz- 
ed his youthful companion every now and then; 
at last he stopped and said ; "I wonder really 
whether they'll give lodging for the night at 
your house to a man like me." 

The brother smiled : "You are not a robber or a 
murderer, are you, and surely there is nothing 
infectious about you?" 

"How do you know?" he said, with a laugh that 
was constrained and not natural. 

The stranger tarried with the Jesuits five days, 
at the end of which he received Holy Commun- 
ion. On the same day the Father Rector said to 
Brother Bernard; "Carissime, you will return 
with our guest to Sigmaringen and inquire at the 
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house of the Ecclesiastical Counselor Geisselhardt 
how to find the residence of the Lady Baroness 
whose name the stranger will hand you." 

Shortly after they were on their way; but the 
nearer they came to the city, the more halting 
was the walk of the stranger, the more pensive 
and moody he became. All at once he stopped. 

"Brother Bernard," he said with a husky voicfe, 
"I must tell you something, and you must advite 
me." 

The brother looked at his companion and wall 
startled at the change that had come over him. 
He consoled and encouraged him as best he 
could and then listened to his story. The stran- 
ger was Grunhelm, the faithless steward of the 
Baroness of the Woods. He had this to tell : "All 
my life I had been an honest man with but the 
one fault of being too generous and liberal. Since 
the Lady Baroness had entrusted the management 
of her whole estate to me and never looked into 
her affairs at all, I was free to do as I liked. I 
got acquainted with friends who knew of her per- 
fect confidence in me and of my goodness of heart ; 
by them I was gradually withdrawn from my 
habits of sobriety, my duties of office and from 
my Religion. This went from bad to worse till 
I had lost all sense of responsibility. I became a 
slave to drink. For days at a time I allowed her 
affairs to go on as they might without concern- 
ing myself about them. It happened that being 
away on a spree 10,000 florins disappeared from 
my desk which had come into my possession just 
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before this last debauch and which unrecorded 
and unsecured, I had forgotten to lock up in the 
safe. I can swear upon my soul it was not I who 
got rid of the money but some unknown thief ; of 
course, I am well aware this does not excuse me. 
When I discovered the theft, the whole of my 
wretched past loomed up before me. I lost all 
courage and hope." 

"That was not right," Brother Bernard sym- 
pathetically observed; "in losing courage and 
hope you injured none but yourself." 

The faithless steward continued: "Knowing 
that I was responsible for the loss of the money 
and convinced that on account of my disorderly 
life no one would believe me if I swore I had been 
robbed, I made up my mind to flee. I had a 
thousand florins of my own; with this money I 
intended to go to Italy. However, at a depot I 
casually met the Reverend Counselor whose 
words affected me so deeply that then and there 
I resolved to stay my flight and take the conse- 
quences of my carelessness. It was he who ad- 
vised me, first of all to become reconciled to God 
and then to seek out and beg pardon of my mis- 
tress. My Confessor told me the same. But — 
I can't do it, nor do I consider it advisable. She 
is very quick-tempered. Now then, I beg you, 
dearest brother, to help me." 

"I?— to help you?— how?" the brother inquir- 
ed with astonishment. 

"Do you go to the baroness in my name and tell 
her all that I have told you. Without this intro- 
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duction I cannot go to her. Should she ask to see 
me, I'll be on hand and will meet her immediate- 
ly." 

Brother Bernard thought the matter over a 
long time. The steward took from his pocket an 
envelope and taking from it all the currency it 
contained he said : "This represents the savings 
of my life, a thousand florins. Offer the same as 
a first intsallment upon my debt by way of restitu- 
tion; you see, I mean to do what's right." 

Again he begged the brother to act as mediator. 
"I was not told nor have I permission to plead 
for you," he said ; — then the thought came to him 
that this was a case of necessity and an act of 
great charity which knows no law. The broth- 
er, accordingly, called at the house of the mayor 
to see the Lady Baroness. 

"A father from Gorheim wishes to speak to 
you," the mayoress goodnaturedly teased her 
friend; "just wait, he'll have to convert you; 
you're not a perfect Christian, anyhow." 

"I wonder what he wants?" the young lady 
fussingly remarked. "I can't understand—" 
"Well, go to the parlor, he is in there already." 
The baroness hurried thither and sized up the 
brother with an air of impatience. "What can 
T do for you, Rev. Father?" she said politely but 
curtly. 

"Excuse me, Gracious Lady, I am only a broth- 
er," he replied, while his face was reddening with 
a blush. What trace of annoyance the baroness 
showed in the beginning, disappeared when she 
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beheld the fair countenance and honest eyes of 
her visitor. Brother Bernard began his story; the 
hesitation with which he spoke at first soon gave 
way to a warmth and an eloquence of diction 
mollifying and persuasive as he pleaded the 
cause of the poor steward. It was the recollec- 
tion of his own sufferings which made him so sym- 
pathetic and gave ardor to his words. He con- 
cluded with a fervent appeal that she would for- 
give the repentant sinner. 

"You are an able advocate," the baroness re- 
marked, as she listened to the unfolding of the 
case with less and less dislike, then with inter- 
est and finally with sympathy, smiling occasional- 
ly at the deft zeal of the young intercessor. 

But all signs of resentment toward the steward 
vanished, when the brother in conclusion offered 
her the thousand florins as restitution in part. 
Hardly ten minutes had elapsed and Brother 
Bernard with beaming face was assuring the 
steward he would not be prosecuted and that the 
baroness wished to see him in the afternoon. 

At this interview Grunhelm was informed that 
liis books and the cash on hand of the estate would 
be gone over thoroughly and if the result of the 
inspection proved that his accounts were in or- 
der with the exception, of course, of the 10,000 
florins, he would conditionally be reinstated in his 
office. If after a year of probation he approved 
himself, then the reappointment would be made 
definitive. This was more than he had a right 
to expect. He vowed and swore to be honest and 
to do his best for the future. 
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10. Brother Bernard and the Baroness of the 
Woods 

"Did you take a good look at Brother Ber- 
nard?" the mayor's wife asked the baroness af- 
ter the interview. 

"Brother Bernard !" she exclaimed. "Why, was 
he the one who did all that mischief in Weiss- 
berg?" 

"The very one," her friend affirmed, "didn't you 
know that?" 

The portress simply said : "A father from Gor- 
heim." 

"The stupid thing!" the wife of the mayor re- 
marked ; "he gave his name plainly at the door." 

"What a pity!" said the baroness; "I would 
surely have looked at him more closely if I had 
known his name. As far as I observed there was 
nothing blood-thirsty about his appearance. What 
a pity," she repeated, "he could have told me all 

about those two good-for-nothings Marie," 

she called, "you must accompany me, I wish to 
speak to Brother Bernard once more; I have a 
good reason for it." 

"You may be disappointed," her friend suggest- 
ed; "remember, the Jesuits are not overpleased 
with visits from ladies." 

"But surely I have a right as a relative next 
akin to the two boys to hear Brother Bernard's 
side of what really happened." In the afternoon, 
accordingly, the baroness and her maid drove 
over to Gorheim and staid there awhile. Upon 
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their return nothing was said about the visit for 
a time. Finally the mayoress asked: "Are you 
satisfied with his version of the story?" the 
question was cunningly mischievous. 

"Rightly informed I am— yes, but satisfied- 
no, no, not at all," she answered with blazing 
eyes; "I wanted an explanation from Brother 
Bernard himself, but the old Father Rector gave 
it in his stead, and in a way so monotonous — a 
sentence, then a pinch of snuff, which he alternat- 
ed with the occasional flourish of a big blue 
handkerchief— no, I am not satisfied." 

The loud laughing and the tauntof her friend in- 
terrupted her : "Did I not tell you ? Father Rec- 
tor is a sharp man; he read you thru and thru." 

"Read me thru— what do you mean?" the bar- 
oness quickly asked. "Well, I mean, he may have 
thought that the purport of your visit was not 
primarily in behalf of the boys— and perhaps he 
doubted your relationship to the little Gram- 
puses." 

"I would dare anyone to suspect my motives !" 
she stormed, "I — I, I who — " 

"Of course, I am well aware of that, but the 
rector may have supposed that there was a 
stronger magnet than your interest in the boys 
which brought you there." 

"And who or what may that magnet be?" she 
asked slowly and deliberately, ready for a battle 
with her friend. 

'That magnet, my dearest Lilian for me and 
for you, for every single daughter of Eve, even 
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for the strongest, — is curiosity : it is mere curios- 
ity which urges everyone of us to interview the 
much advertised Brother Bernard personally if 
possible, in order to boast of having learnt about 
his case at it3 very source. This curiosity may 
exist side by side with a great deal of laudable 
concern for the boys." 

"Why, you speak like a veritable disciple of the 
Rector of Gorheim," the baroness mocked, her 
face mantling with a delicate red. "Curiosity or 
not, I'll have my way, and will manage to speak 
to Brother Bernard." 

"Lilian, if you were a simpleton and he not an 
Order-man, you would convince me that a raw en- 
thusiasm has made him your 'adorable ideal/ " 
she smilingly rejoined. 

The baroness burst out a-laughing. The next 
day she drove to Gorheim by herself and called 
upon the Father Superior. She told the Reverend 
Father, who was surprised at this second visit, 
that he had convinced her in his interview the 
day before of the innocence of Brother Bernard, 
which, by the way, she had never doubted. 
Nevertheless, it had also been her intention at the 
same time to thank the brother personally for his 
interest in the boys who were related to her and 
to assure him that she would henceforth defend 
his cause as her own, but unfortunately she had 
not the opportunity to do so." 

To this statement of the woman the Rev. Rec- 
tor simply replied: "I am sorry for that, 
Gracious Lady, but I assure you Til inform the 
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brother of all that you have said, and this will be 
an added comfort to him." 

"Especially," she' continued, "as he has been 
made the target for lying papers and the butt for 
ridicule and calumny in public assemblies. Why 
does he not sue them?" 

"Because it is not customary in the Order ; we 
have other means with which to defend ourselves. 
To cite our calumniators before court is not our 
way. We are Religious and must be prepared to 
suffer even as our Savior suffered." 

"But what about public opinion?" the baroness 
asked. 

"Public opinion," rejoined the father, "is 
changeable. If we are guilty, why don't the par- 
ents of the boys or the State's Attorney sue us 
for cruelty ? We are ready to meet any and all ac- 
cusations against us ; we would bless the day they 
would bring us to trial." 

"In that case much would come out which 
would benefit you in reference to the wicked do- 
ings of the Grampus children even before they 
had entered your college." 

The father looked sharply at the baroness and 
said: "If the sorry antecedents of the boys 
could be established in court, as a matter of 
course, this would serve as another proof in fa- 
vor of Brother Bernard." 

"Well then, it is my wish to furnish such 
proof," the woman added. 

"I beg your pardon, Lady Baroness, but are you 
so intimately acquainted with the f amily of Gram- 
pus?" 
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"Indeed I am," she calmly replied; "I know the 
family well, perhaps too well, and am very closely 
related to the boys." 

The rector looked at her in a questioning way. 
Raising her proud and beautiful face aloft, the 
lady went on : "Your Reverence, all that I know 
concerning the family of Grampus, and all about 
the absurd and the corrupt methods employed in 
the bringing up of their children, I am willing to 
disclose, but only to him to whom the boys were 
specially entrusted, for he first and last must be 
duly informed. I will give him authority to make 
use of what I tell him as he sees fit and if neces- 
sary will confirm my statements by a public avow- 
al or before court." 

A second time did the Superior measure her 
with a searching look. Noticing this, she got up 
and said : "If I assure you that I am the sister 
of the boys of Grampus Castle, will you under- 
stand why I am so interested in this case and al- 
low my wish to talk the .matter over thoroughly 
with Brother Bernard?" 

"If you so desire, Brother Bernard is at your 
service," the surprised rector replied ; "to us and 
especially to the much-tried brother it comes as a 
relief from heaven to find the sister of the two 
boys in question confiding in us to such an extent 
and trusting us without reservation. You can 
speak to Brother Bernard either here or in the 
park, just as you choose." 

There was a gleam of happiness in the eyes of 
the baroness at this concession. A few minutes 
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later she and the brother were walking slowly up 
and down the hall in earnest conversation. With 
burning cheeks and flashing eyes the brother 
listened to the sorry early history of the boys 
and their miserable education, all of which has 
already been told. "Were they not corrupt fellows 
and wretched ne'er-do-wells from the ve-y begin- 
ning?" she concluded. 

She looked at him and saw that he was much 
affected; turning his honest eyes gravely upon 
her, he exclaimed: "Poor children, they were 
wanting in everything: love, education, a moth- 
er; — many another boy whose father works on 
the streets is better off! Had I known all this 
before — surely I would have tried to be more 
patient with them !" 

Dumbfounded, the baroness looked at the Reli- 
gious. She expected some evidence of satisfac- 
tion on his part in what she had told because it 
would help to justify him. Instead, he expressed 
only sympathy! 

"Brother Bernard," she added, "I consider it 
but right to tell you they are not my full brothers 
but only stepbrothers. Upon the death of my 
mother who was a saint, my father married a 
second time and by doing so he fared badly." 

This implied slight upon her stepmother caus- 
ed the brother to look up with astonishment. But 
she continued calmly: "Indeed, so it is; a trap 
had been set for him into which he fell. I was 
young at the time, about nine years of age, and 
only for the solemn promise made my mother on 
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her deathbed, that I would be sent immediately to 
the best Academy for young ladies in the land, I 
would have grown up and turned out just like my 
stepbrothers. What I had to endure during my 
vacation days from my stepmother and even more 
so from a neighbor, Mr. Goldstern, is beyond tell- 
ing. She, in order to get rid of me, wanted me 
by all means to marry the latter when I was hard- 
ly seventen years of age. But that fellow I would 
not have married if he had been heir to a double 
title, therefore I gave my hand to another; un- 
fortunately he, too, was one of her acquaintances. 
In regard to him, my husband, let it suffice to say, 
Venerable Brother, that he deprived me thru his 
most outrageous life of peace and happiness. He 
was a beast at all times and when in liquor, he 
was a monster ; in half a year he dissipated a quar- 
ter of a million. Luckily, — yes, luckily, he died and 
I was released. My stepmother was glad of my 
marital shame and misfortune, nor did she try to 
conceal her malicious joy. And do you know why 
she hated me so? simply because I was more 
beautiful than she !" 

"Incredible, — impossible!" the brother mutter- 
ed, horror-stricken at the moral abysses which the 
disclosures of the baroness revealed. Unwittingly 
he looked at her and for the first time he observ- 
ed that she was uncommonly beautiful. 

"Incredible — but true all the same," the excited 
lady continued; "the Baroness Grampus holds 
but one perspective of life — vanity and ambition; 
and think of it, I was bound to call her my moth- 
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er! Oh, when I compare this woman to my 
sainted mother! Weir' she abruptly concluded, 
"she was and is still a Jewess ; she only submitted 
to Baptism in order to become the Baroness of 
Grampus." 

"Gracious Lady, beware," Brother Bernard 
interjected, "that is a terrible charge." 

"She herself proves the charge," the step- 
daughter replied ; "but then, she has got her de- 
serts; her boys have turned out thorough 
scoundrels." 

"You ought to pity and excuse your stepmoth- 
er at least to some extent," the Religious suggest- 
ed; "in all probability she has had a wretched 
bringing up." 

"I have but one feeling for her," she answered, 
"and that is a feeling of supreme — " 

"Remember the Fourth Commandment," the 
brother interrupted. 

"Did she ever remember it? Had she no obli- 
gations towards me? My devoted teachers, the 

pious women, have attested that I was a good 
child during my schoollife; if I have come to dis- 
trust and despise all men, it is owing to my step- 
mother." 

This last pessimistic remark from the lips of 
a young, rich, beautiful woman, caused the broth- 
er to smile. "Time will heal your wounds," 
he replied calmly. He was wishing the interview 
would end. He was out of his element. Perhaps 
she suspected this, because almost suddenly she 
halted and extending her hand to him, said : "Now 
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you are well-informed. You shall not suffer un- 
justly; I will help you whenever I can!" 

She was out and gone before he could reply, and 
a few minutes later she was galloping back to the 
city. 

11. The Plot Foiled 

Grunhelm, the former steward, had received a 
command to call upon the baroness. His books had 
been examined and were found correct in essen- 
tials ; there was much to blame as to the manner 
they had been kept but on the whole they had 
established his honesty. This was the substance 
of the opening remarks of his mistress. "I will 
again place you in charge of my estate," she add- 
ed, "but as you already know, on probation and 
for one year. As a matter of course I expect not 
only a perfect bookkeeping of my accounts but al- 
so that you mend your life radically." 

Grunhelm thanked her from his heart and 
promised to do his best; his demeanor showed he 
was in earnest. "To prove to you, Lady Baroness, 
that I mean what I say, I place these at your dis- 
posal," saying which he opened his wallet and 
handed her a package of letters. Surprised she 
said ! "What do you want me to do with these 
letters?" "They have been sent to me by Mr. 
Goldstern." "By Mr.— Von Goldstern?" Instant- 
ly her face flushed with resentment as she drawl- 
ed the name of him who had once spoken for her 
hand, musing the while what the letters could 
mean. 
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"I beg to add, Gracious Lady, that these letters 
were sent me from Goldstern, that the man 
who acted as intermediary, was the very one who 
led me to drink and to a general disorderly life ; 
it is to convince you that I have done with him 
and his master that I give you these letters." 

She opened the letters and read ; with the help 
of the steward she understood and unraveled the 
scheme they had devised by which they meant to 
dog her steps and entrap her. Goldstern had brib- 
ed Grunhelm with money and promises to keep 
him posted by regular letters concerning the baro- 
ness, about the condition of her property, her in- 
come, her capital and interest ; he was asked to tell 
all about her journeys, her address, her guests, her 
friends; in fact, about everything. The unprin- 
cipled Goldstern tracked her around, thru a per- 
fect system of espionage. Most especially did he 
urge upon Grunhelm to inform him of the slight- 
est sign or word or deed from which a courtship 
might be inferred between her and any suitor, 
for Goldstern still entertained some hope of 
eventually claiming her as his own. In one of 
his letters he wrote that if Grunhelm proved true 
and serviceable to him, he would find in the name 
Goldstern a protector and a refuge all his life, 
even if something should happen to him and he 
should lose his place as) steward." 

"And did you write" — she avoided the name — 
"to him?" 

"Gracious Lady, yes, twice, but in general 
terms from which he could learn nothing definite. 
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His go-between had lured me into a loose life and 
I needed money. I can swear to God I never 
really intended to serve him. And if now, Gra- 
cious Lady, I tell you all, I hope — " 

"All right," she broke him off. After a pause 
she added: 

"For the meantime leave the gentleman under 
the impression that you are still in his service. 
The next time he writes you, show me the letter, 
and Fll tell you what to answer." 

Thereupon she dismissed Grunhelm. The bar- 
oness walked to the stove with the letters, upon 
second thought, however, she laid them in a 
drawer in her desk. For a moment she looked out 
at the inclement weather of early spring. "Who 
has not learnt to despise man deserves to be de- 
spised," she muttered; "just wait, my honorable 
Mr. Goldstern, for once Fll teach you what a 
woman is capable of, — Fll teach you for once." 
She ground her teeth and raised her little fist as 
if she meant to use her riding-whip on him. 

12. The Fox Entrapped 
A few weeks later von Goldstern came to Sig- 
maringen and was often seen in company with the 
Baroness of the Woods. It was her invitation 
thru Grunhelm which brought him to the 
city. He was without suspicion. The baroness 
received him with marked condescension; with 
the witchery of a feigned love she strove from the 
very first to gain his confidence and to convince 
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him that when he left it would be as her be- 
trothed. No one was surprised at this intimacy 
between Goldstern and the widow, because as a 
friend of her father he might well strive for her 
hand. It was evident, however, to a careful obser- 
ver that her affability toward him did not for that 
reason make his wooing an easy task. 

"Lilian, you are a tynant," her friend, the wife 
of the mayor, told her one day quite seriously ; "do 
you think I do not see how you are misusing poor 
Goldstern? Either tell him you don't want him 
and let him go his way or be less ill-humored and 
marry him. You can't go on in this manner 
forever." 

The baroness simply turned round, chuckling 
with mischief. 

"My dear child, I'm in earnest," her friend 
continued; "people will consider you capricious 
and a flirt. You are leading him to dance the 
strangest capers — only that he is so madly in love 
with you, he would go crazy with rage." 

The baroness laughed till the tears streamed 
from her eyes. 

"What notion is that of yours to make him go 
out riding with you ! Everybody can see what a 
poor horseman he is and how the exercise pains 
and distresses him. But what is worse, you 
speed your horse onward like a very dare-devil 
and he has to keep pace — I am surprised that the 
two of you haven't before this broken your necks, 
or he at least — " 
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These observations of her friend made the bar- 
oness shake with merriment. Punctuating the 
sentences with fit3 of laughter she replied : "Why 
does he follow me? Why doesn't he go? It's his 
own will; he says it is heavenly bliss to oblige 
me." 

"Of course, after having vexed and angered 
him to death, you attract him again with your 
bewitching smiles till he believes the moment for 
safely asking the question has come. Beware — 
when once he is your husband !" 

The baroness could do nothing but scream with 
laughter at the well-meant words of her friend; 
at last controlling herself, she said: "Dearest 
Clotilda, it will not be long now." 

"You've come to some understanding then, 
have you ?" inquired her friend. 

"Let me finish — Next week is Shrove Tuesday ; 
after Ash Wednesday I'll leave here. In view of 
my departure I beg you to allow me to invite 
some of my friends and acquaintances in order to 
bid them good-by. Let us say, next Monday." 

"As you like, when you like, my house is at 
your disposal," the mayoress answered; "but 
whaW 

"I'll manage it all," the baroness hastened to 
reply; "and I thank you in advance for all your 
kindness." 

Exactly as the wife of the mayor had opined, 
the baroness had enkindled in the hated Goldstern 
a very frenzy of passion. To lead him on she re- 
vealed to him her financial circumstances and like 
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a helpless child, asked his advice; his mouth 
watered at the riches he thought would soon be 
his; she charmed and flattered him with word and 
look until he felt sure of her heart ; all her powers 
of fascination were enlisted to entrap him. With 
the will of a desperate woman she swore to re- 
verse his plans ; he would not enmesh her, but she 
would ensnare him. 

13. A Fraughted Atmosphere 

The day following, the baroness visited Gor- 
heim again, and Goldstern was permitted to es- 
cort her ; at the cloister portal she dismissed him. 
She asked for the Father Rector. He hesitated, 
soliloquizing: "It is no doubt a gracious dispen- 
sation of God to send us the very sister of the 
Grampuses to defend us, still it would be more 
agreeable if the party were a man, not a woman/' 

The baroness met the Superior with the bold 
request that Brother Bernard and if possible he 
also would attend to honor her farewell social 
Monday night. She stated that the college story 
would surely come up and that it would be of the 
greatest service to the Order and to Religion if 
Brother Bernard were present personally to cor- 
rect all misstatements; the more so because on 
that occasion many influential lords and ladies 
would be present. 

The Reverend Rector explained to her that this 
would be impossible. 

"But the Rev. Geisselhiardt will be there like- 
wise." 
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"If so, remember that first of all, he is not a 
member of a Religious Order; secondly, that he 
resides in Sigmaringen; and thirdly, that he is 
more saintly than all of us here put together." 

"What am I to infer from your answer? I, the 
sister of the boys have forgotten many of the de- 
tails of their misbehavior at Weissberg; how, 
then, am I to give the necessary information ?" 

"I'll call Brother Bernard and he will refresh 
your mind." 

A little while after the brother appeared; he 
rehearsed the whole story to her just as we know 
it. It had been a strenuous day for him ; the going 
over again of the episodes of the past therefore, 
while a spring storm was raging and the yard 
dog continually barking, put a strain upon him of 
which she was unaware. Looking at him com- 
passionately, she said: "Oh, how much you 
must have suffered, Brother Bernard! And no 
wonder, after all that the papers have said about 
you." 

"Gracious Lady, it was painful indeed," he 
said in an undertone; he was touched by her sym- 
pathy ; he noticed that her eyes were moist. 

"And all on account of my brothers!" she re- 
marked. 

"Oh, that it were in my power to undo it all ! 
Would that I could contribute to make you happy. 
I will never forget your suffering," upon saying 
which she gave him her hand. In this critical 
moment what was it about the lady which so at- 
tracted the young novice: her beautiful face 
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transfigured with sympathy, or her eyes which 
looked at him so lovingly and trustfully? What 
was it that moved her 1 at the same time to reflect : 
"At last I have found a man whom I can respect?" 
and in her innermost heart to inquire whether 
Brother Bernard were irrevocably bound or still 
free? What was it which, altho for an instant 
only, led him to soliloquize: "If perchance, I had 
no vocation to the Religious Life — I am not a 
Subdeacon yet, nor have I made any vows — " 

The baroness walked her horse on her way 
home. She was lost in thought. 

The Superior, who could see into the very reces- 
ses of the brother's heart, received him upon his 
return from the parlor with a sharp tonical lec- 
ture concerning the inconvenience £nd trouble 
his indiscreet punishment of the Grampuses had 
caused and was causing the Order ; he was remind- 
ed that due to him these disturbances seem to be 
the order of the day which instead of decreasing 
are increasing. The brother was doubly, trebly 
hurt by the reprimand ; immediately the thought 
sprang up: "Leave and seek the baroness, she 
will help you." The temptation, however, was 
only momentary. 

He went down to his room. After dark, the 
casual passer-by might have heard sounds and 
groans coming from out the cell of one taking the 
discipline at each verse of the Miserere. The 
next morning he went to his Superior and asked 
to be changed. The rector looking at him 
lovingly and knowingly did not inquire the rea- 
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son, but simply said to him : "Blessed is the man 
who has conquered himself ; yes, Carissime, we'll 
do as you request. You have had enough dis- 
traction during the past weeks and then, too, it 
is time for you to get ready for Holy Orders." 

"O Father Rector, I am not at all worthy." 

"I know it," he replied; "but Holy Orders 
while imposing solemn duties confer at the same 
time the necessary graces and strength. There- 
fore, be ready to-morrow morning to go where I 
will send you." 

14. A Thorough Reckoning 

The parlors were thronged with ladies and 
gentlemen, and the conversation was at its height 
on the night of Lady Lilian's farewell social. Gold- 
stern was close to her and thruout the function 
so far had been most attentive in trying to please 
her. All at once she asked a party of people ap- 
posite her : "Have you ever seen the well-known 
Brother Bernard?" 

"The Jesuit?— that torturer of children?— 
where is he, — and what has become of the poor 
children? — it is said they are of a princely fami- 
ly" — these exclamations and others were uttered 
pell-mell. 

Von Goldstern essayed to answer, but the 
baroness cut him short by remarking; "I know 
Brother Bernard very well." 

"What? You don't say?" the listeners exclaim- 
ed; "yes, and I know all about that torture-af- 
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fair." Again von Goldstern attempted to speak 
and again the baroness interfered saying: "I 
know all the circumstances and this, too, that 
Brother Bernard has been atrociously calum- 
niated." 

"Tell us about it! Tell us!" half the company 
loudly and eagerly demanded. 

Goldstern made a last desperate effort to be 
heard, but the baroness disregarding him totally, 
began the detailed recital of the story. She was 
listened to breathlessly by all. 

"Indeed a shameful and a grievous wrong has 
been done the brother," the audience assented. 

"This is also your conviction, is it not, Mr. 
Goldstern?" the baroness asked looking at him. 
The fellow made a sorry face. 

"Well yes — hm — of course — however, there 
may be another side to the story." 

"Did the parties who so shamefully calumniat- 
ed the brother in the newspapers wait to hear the 
other side?" she inquired with blazing eyes. 

"Good for you! Well said!" the listeners ap- 
plauded. 

"I only meant to say — that — the poor children 
— being absent, have no one to speak for them ; 
perhaps they are not quite so bad after all .... " 

"Do you ladies and gentlemen here present 
think that I would accuse my own brothers un- 
justly?" she retorted, with a voice vibrating with 
indignation. 

"Brothers! of the baroness? are the two boys 
her brothers?" the company asked with astonish- 
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ment. She continued: "Yes, tho stepbrothers 
only; but that makes no difference. I know them 
and the wretched education they have received; 
accordingly I am justified in saying: They are 
guilty; they have calumniated their teacher; they 
are wicked; but incomparably more wicked are 
their elders who exaggerated and spread their 
lies broadcast. Was that not criminal?" 

"Criminal !" was the response. 

"You are now convinced, Mr. Goldstern, are 
you not?" She eyed him with withering contempt. 

In helpless fury the fellow was seeking for an 
answer; it began to dawn on him that the bar- 
oness had led him into an alley. 

"Would it not be the proper thing to send a dele- 
gation to Gorheim to convey to Brother Bernard 
our esteem and our trust in face of the calumnies 
which have lately been heaped upon him?" some 
one suggested. 

"If so, Mr. Goldstern must head the delegation 
and be spokesman," the baroness moved. 

"Thanks, — thanks — no — I'm no speaker," said 
he defensively. 

"Well, then, I move for an address which you 
must set up. Being a literary man, you know best 
how to do it," the heartless baroness continued 
to prod. 

"Seconded, seconded! he is a worthless fellow 
who will not second the motion." 

Von Goldstern groaned. "To-morrow, then, if it 
must be ; 'twill be most suitable for Shrove Tues- 
day night." 
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"All right, to-morrow, then," the baroness 
agreed ; after a pause she calmly asked Goldstern : 
"Do you know the song about Lord Ulric von 
Wirtemberg?" 

"And if so, why?" the astonished man inquired. 

"Oh! simply because a verse of it haunts me 
night and day" — bending toward and looking at 
him with sparkling eyes she sang with subdued 
voice. 'My enemies are chasing a graceful, noble 
deer ; I am the deer they're racing. . 'Tis a grand 
folk-song, isn't it?" 

"But, baroness, why do you single out those 
lines?" la lady inquired with alarm. 

"The explanation is easy," she replied; "I 
have come upon the tracks of a dirty scoundrel. I 
have his letters in my possession advising my 
steward to spy on me; letters which prove that 
my steward was bribed to do so by a most con- 
temptible man near-by." 

A deathlike quiet ensued; all eyes were fixed 
on the baroness, who, while peeling a pear, con- 
tinued : "Oh ! just stay, you are permitted to hear 
the rest." 

The words were addressed to Goldstern who 
had risen and was wiping the sweat from his 
blanched face. "Excuse me, Gracious Lady," he 
said, "I feel sick." The baroness looked at him 
with scorn and exultant triumph. A minute af- 
ter he was gone from the hall, .gigmaringen saw 
him no more. The persecution of Brother Ber- 
nard ceased. 
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Part Two 

1. An Indignant Family Meeting 

The "Villa Goldstern" nestling not far from 
Castle Grampus among the Alpine Mountains on 
the Austro-Italian boundary, was alive one mid- 
summer day with friends who were enjoying 
themselves on the garden veranda. Supper was 
over; the servant was again making his round 
filling up the Champagne glasses; a dozen gar- 
den lanterns threw a glaring light upon the 
white tablecloth and the faces of the guests and 
brought them and their environments into fantas- 
tic relief. Night had come. The mighty Alpine 
giants were peering out from under a pall of dark- 
ness ; silence reigned everywhere ; the star-spangl- 
ed heavens looked down in majestic calm. The air 
was heavy with the odor of flowers and shrubs. 

But of all this the company seemed oblivious. 
With tense, angry faces, they were sitting under 
a varicolored canvass awning, talking excitedly. 
There were five in the party : First of all, the lord 
of the villa, Goldstern, whose ruddy young face 
was graced with a blond beard full and strong 
and whose dark, evil eyes looked from beneath a 
pair of heavy, shaggy brows; on his right, 
dressed to advantage, sat the still young looking 
Countess of Grampus; on his left, her demure 
and aging husband; Umberto and Eggie, re- 
spectively twenty-two and twenty-one years of 
age, the sons of the couple, made up the gathering. 
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Ever since his hurried departure from Sigmar- 
ingen on that fateful Shrove Monday night, von 
Goldstern had sworn an implacable hatred to- 
ward the Baroness of the Woods. It would have 
suited him best if having married her, he could 
have dissipated her millions and then have tor- 
tured her to death. After his discomfiture he 
made it the one task of his life to ruin her in 
some way. 

But all his plans and machinations had failed 
up to date. Lilian, the rich and independent step- 
daughter of the family Grampus, had engaged 
herself again; — the notice of the betrothal had 
appeared in yesterday's paper. It was thi3 event 
which brought the party together, not to con- 
gratulate the girl or her parents, but to condole 
with one another. 

The millions of Lilian had until now been * 
tempting bait to Goldstern and more so even to 
her half-brothers Umberto and Eggie; the latter 
were a pair of a kind who would have used up 
their sister's money in quick time. Goldstern 
was furious because of her marrying at all. Her 
parents were equally incensed about it, particu- 
larly the stepmother, who, aware of the wild life 
of her sons and of the money they were squander- 
ing, feared if they so continued that the patri- 
mony, which was rapidly decreasing, would in a 
short time be entirely consumed. This, then, was 
the party which one summer's night had met on 
the terrace of the Villa Goldstern. 
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The proprietor and host raised his glass to the 
toast : "In behalf of all that we love and desire !" 
The tipping crystals clinked. 

"And now a curse upon all whom we hate — es- 
pecially — " 

This toast came bitingly from Umberto's 
mouth whose face was disfigured with hatred. 
It had hardly been spoken when he sprang to his 
feet and dashed the glass to the ground shiver- 
ing it to a thousand pieces. 

"Mais, Umberto!" the mother whined, with a 
theatrical look at her firstborn. 

A malignant smile played over the face of Gold- 
stern. "Umberto," he said, "it is foolish to throw 
away either a glass or a gun. You who will in- 
herit a million from your parents have surely no 
reason to bewail the loss of the small fortune of 
your sister Lilian. Is she not making some one 
else happy?" 

This speech made old father Grampus so ner- 
vous he began drumming on the table. 

"It is shameful, it is despicable, it is infamous 
on the part of Lilian to have so deceived us !" Um- 
berto exploded. "How often have I heard her 
say that on account of what she had been made to 
suffer during two years from her late husband, she 
would never marry again! We believed the ser- 
pent, we thought her honest, and now behold her 
marching down the aisle upon the arm of another 
and leaving us in the lurch ; to think that a beg- 
gar has gotten her !" 
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"That is, he has gotten Lilian's millions," 
Goldstein put in ; "Umberto, I can appreciate your 
sorrow. By the way, are you acquainted with 
Mr. Von Scharhold, your new brother-in-law?" 

"He'll be my brother-in-law, forsooth, the 
bigot!" Eggie, the second of the Grampuses, 
chimed in. 

"I'll bet you the Jesuits had something to do 
in bringing about this engagement," Umberto re- 
marked. 

"I would not be surprised if Brother Bernard 
were back of it all," the wise Eggie suggested; 
'don't you think so, von Goldstern?" 

"A curse upon him !" he screamed as if bitten 
by a snake, while his face became sallow as death. ♦ 

"Yes, yes, the Jesuits are in high repute just 
now; it is said they are urging Napoleon and 
Eugenia to make war on Prussia; I wonder what 
the rumor amounts to!" the baroness observed. 

"Bosh, it's all a foolish rumor; they don't 
make war quite so easily nowadays," Lord Gram- 
pus sagely observed. "For this there must be — " 

Just then the bell at the gate rang and a ser- 
vant entered with a telegram. The next instant 
Goldstern got up and read : "This day at noon, 
war has been declared between France and Prus- 
sia." 

There was a pause. Altho they were on Aus- 
trian soil, the startling message could not leave 
them unaffected. 
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Lady von Grampus was the first to speak. "Do 
you see, Grampus/' she said, "I was right after 
all." 

The conversation became excited discussing 
the terrible news. 

"Hell will be let loose now," remarked von 
Grampus, Senior. 

"Possibly, but on the other hand, many rare 
chances will arise for a man to make a fortune. A 
fellow may become an officer over night. Immense 
amounts of provisions will have to be furnished 
before the war and after the war there will be 
prospects equally good!" It was Goldstein who 
spoke. 

"Nor is it bad living in France," Eggie re- 
marked laughing. "Umberto, supposing you and 
I volunteer as common soldiers and then return 
brevetted Generals?" 

"Your brother-in-law, von Scharhold, will also 
have to serve without doubt, he is subject to im- 
mediate call," Goldstern observed. 

A malignant look distorted the face of Umber- 
to while trying to control an evil wish which was 
struggling for expression. The words that es- 
caped him were uttered with a wicked smile: 
"After all, it is better that our new brother-in- 
law be called to arms than Lilian." 

"What do you mean by such foolish talk?" Eg- 
gie inquired. The mother chuckled maliciously: 
"Eggie, it is plain you don't see as far as your 
brother. But, then, his death is a contingency 
we cannot reckon on with certainty." 
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Now only it dawned upon the younger that Um- 
berto had in mind the money of his sister. The 
beautifully chiseled, icy countenance of Gold- 
stern mantled with emotion at the same time. 
Perhaps it was a resurgent hope that if her 
second husband fell in battle, Lilian might then 
accept him as her third. 

The village was full of animation altho it was 
night ; the people had been apprised of the declar- 
ation of war. Their proximity to the Bavarian 
boundary made these Austrian villagers one in 
sympathy with their German neighbors. The 
party at last broke up and separated ; Von Gold- 
stern, however, sat up for many an hour in his 
room planning and scheming. 

2. An Unlucky Fellow 
A week later there was a marriage in St. Eber- 
hardt's Church, Stuttgart. When the hour of 
eleven had struck, the great iron lattice-gate 
was opened and the mighty doors were swung 
back so that there was an unobstructed view from 
the portal where the sexton stood waiting, nay 
even from the Konigstrasse, up the aisles to the 
very High Altar. Within the church a great 
many people had assembled, filling the pews of 
the middle aisle, some to pray, some, the major- 
ity no doubt, merely to look on; the sanctuary 
was a garden of rare and beautiful plants; the 
candles in the heavy silver candelabra were light- 
ed. In the front pews the marriage witnesses 
and attendants were already seated. 
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There was a commotion among the people; 
the bridal pair had come and were marching up 
the church to the well-known strains of the Wed- 
ding March from Gluck. 

The eyes of all were fixed upon the couple, es- 
pecially for the reason that no one knew anything 
about them. All that was known was, that a 
gentleman of an old noble family, an officer 
in the army, who for some reason or 
other had suddenly quit the service, was 
to be married to a beautiful rich young 
widow; some said she was from Sigmar- 
ingen, others that she was an Austrian lady ; the 
surmise on both sides was correct. The bride was 
none other than Lilian, the half-sister of the 
young Grampuses. She was born in the Alpine 
country and had passed part of her widowhood 
in Sigmarimgen. The groom, as stated before, 
was the Lord von Scharhold. They now stood 
inside the semi-circular sanctuary railing. The 
morning sun shone thru the stained glass 
windows, and the grand figure of Christ above the 
altar looked down gravely upon the rows of rich- 
ly attired men and women who as witnesses were 
attending the bride and groom to the right and 
left, while the old priest was engaged with the 
ceremony. 

They had spoken their "I will" and interchang- 
ed rings ; the blessing had been pronounced ; then 
slowly and solemnly the newly wedded pair filed 
into the first pew where, kneeling down, they re- 
mained praying devoutly till the holy Mass was 
over. 
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Even after church and at the midday Angelus 
the couple evinced the same gravity. After the 
Wedding Banquet, which was served in a hotel, 
they bid their guests good-by; especially bitter 
was the iparting between the baroness and her 
good motherly friend, the Lady Mayoress of Sig- 
maringen. 

"If war really comes, Gracious Lady," said the 
groom, "then next to God I entrust my Lilian to 
you ; it will be my only solace to know that she is 
sheltered in your house and secured by your 
love." The bride thereupon embraced her friend. 

Shortly after, the happy pair were on their way 
driving thru the country to their new home, 
Scharhold Castle. In spite of the wonders of na- 
ture and the beautiful July weather, in spite of the 
cloudless sky and the attractions of wood and 
field, it was a depressing journey. They were 
well aware that in consequence of the war they 
might be separated at any moment from each 
other and perhaps forever. Still it had been 
Lilian's wish that they be married at this time 
and for good reasons. 

She got to know her second husband and ad- 
mired him upon the very first introduction. 
While staying in Sigmaringen, she attended 
several of the mass-meetings which were called 
for the purpose of protest against the un- 
scrupulous actions of the Swabian Government 
against its pious Archbishop and the Catholic 
Church. At one of the largest and most enthus- 
iastic of these meetings Lilian was present with 
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many other ladies, not so much from any political 
or popular motive, but, rather, to hear a celebrat- 
ed speaker, who was justly renowned for his bril- 
liancy, his biting and telling repartee and for his 
powers of swaying the multitudes; von Schar- 
hold as President was in the chair. The calm and 
deliberate manner with which the Chairman rul- 
ed the assembly impressed her on the one hand, 
the modest and cordial way with which he greet- 
ed the ladies, charmed her on the other. After- 
wards when she heard him address the country- 
people, telling them how necessary it was even 
for their temporal interests that they hold to- 
gether so as to oppose a united front to the enem- 
ies of the farmers, and when she saw with what 
attention and trust the simple people were listen- 
ing to him : then was she taken with von Schar- 
hold, who otherwise was not exceptionally pre- 
possessing, and a beginning was made for that 
intimate relation between them which on this 
day had been crowned and sealed by the Sacra- 
ment of Matrimony. The more she got to know 
him, the more she respected and loved him. And 
yet only for the war-clouds above the horizon it 
might never have come to this; the threatening 
storm, however, hurried them to seek the protec- 
tion of a common roof. 

Dating from their first introduction to each 
other at the meeting, von Scharhold was fre- 
quently invited to the mayor's house and this af- 
forded him an opportunity to speak often and 
seriously with Lilian. Upon the first of these oc- 
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casions the latter reverted to the advice he had 
given the farmers to unite for their own interest 
in opposing the usurers and land-speculators and 
other enemies of the land, remarking how beauti- 
ful it would be if the landlord and the nobility 
would help the yeomanry in word and in deed. 

Conceding the point to some extent, he replied : 
"It is true of course, that most farmers have still 
some respect for the nobility, at least for those 
who show themselves condescending and Chris- 
tian. But nowadays — especially in my neighbor- 
hood — to be respected one must also be a finan- 
cial leader." 

"What do you mean?" Lilian inquired. 

"It is simple enough, Gracious Lady," he repli- 
ed ; "the condition of the farmers of the district to 
which my estate belongs, is getting worse every 
day. I will not deny that taxes are too high and 
the wages too low. But the usurers and middle- 
men impose burdens on them a thousand times 
greater than all State or parish dues together. 
The son in most cases takes charge of a mort- 
gaged farm — and very often he can find no wife 
who would be willing to help him manage and pay 
for it ; in our day a rich country girl is ashamed to 
look after a farmhouse and garden ; she prefers 
to live in the city even amid the most cramped 
and squalid conditions, joined to a man who daily 
proves to her black on white that he married her 
only for her money and not for herself. How 
many of them because of unwholesome fare a/nd 
the vitiated city air die prematurely; how many 
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of them would give their very heart's blood could 
they return again to the happy fields of their 
childhood, to the independence of a country-home! 
It is the same with the young men; the 
city attracts them; the farms are forsaken, 
put up for rent or for sale and in consequence 
are gobbled up by landvultures and speculators. 
The finest estates pass from Christian to 
alien ownership, are dismembered, stripped 
of groves and forests, the grand farmsteads cut 
up into separate homes or turned into 
renters' cottages. With the sale-money the 
farmer — a king at the plow, a beggar with any 
other tool — goes to the city and in a few years is 
miserably ruined; the buyer, on the contrary, 
grows richer and richer and is worth half a mil- 
lion in a short time. Only three weeks ago, in 
my district, three farmland gamblers cleared 
thirty thousand florins bargaining back and forth 
on two estates." 

Lilian listened very attentively to these state- 
ments. 

"But tell me, Sir, how would you remedy the 
evil? I am anxious to know." 

Laughing, he said : "Just loan me half a mil- 
lion and I will show you ! If I had that much at 
my command, no land-butcher would dare to show 
himself in my neighborhood. I would myself buy 
up all cheap properties and hand them over such 
as they are to able farmers upon the most reason- 
able conditions. My first efforts, however, would 
be to keep the original tenant or owner upon his 
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land and to free him from the clutches of the us- 
urer. The money-lender works into the hands of 
the land-slaughterer. I would be the banker my- 
self of the farmers of my parish and district in 
order to help them when they are hard pressed 
but without exploiting them, and day and night I 
would try to convince them of their insane pride 
which when they are in financial trouble makes 
them shut their mouths to their friends and rel- 
atives, and open them to the scheming, waiting 
Jew. Yes— this is their greatest curse, their pre- 
dominant vice, namely, their mistrust toward one 
another, the concealing of the true state of their 
affairs — it is almost like lying to the Confessor or 
to the physician." 

"You seem to be well acquainted with the social 
and economic conditions of your place," Lilian 
remarked. 

"Too well acquainted, perhaps," he answered. 
"If I knew less, I would be less chagrined and an- 
gered. Nevertheless, I think the right man with 
the necessary means at his disposal would im- 
prove the conditions of the rural folk a great deal. 
My God, how beautiful it would be, if a whole dis- 
trict would be organized to stand by one another 
in meeting the difficulties of life, to be one in 
upholding and exhibiting an honorable Christian 
pride and independence ! It would be grand if the 
farmer were helped to realize more and more the 

blessings and dignity of his station After all, 

the country people are the root and the sap of a 
nation. If the ruralists to-day are thronging to- 
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ward the cities, the time will come when the ur- 
banites will reach out and struggle for every acre 
of land in the country. Granting that the city 
has certain comforts and pleasures which the 
country has not, life in the country has its com- 
pensations ; it is less restricted, more independent, 
more original, it is healthier for soul and body." 

"Sir, you are quite enthusiastic about the 
country," Lilian said ; her interest, by this time 
was fully aroused in the unselfish man. 

"If so, I have little reason enough for it, in a 
way," he replied humorously; "the Jew and the 
speculator have had their eye on me too, for a 
long time already." 

Lilian started with surprise: "What do you 
mean?" 

Stroking his beard with his hand, he replied 
composedly: "For several years now I have re- 
ceived offers for my meadows along the river ; the 
Bottoms are wanted as a site for a large factory. 
I will refuse to sell as long as I can. It was only 
last year an agent told me to my face : 'Sir Baron, 
we can afford to wait; you may yet be obliged to 
come to us.' I am conscious of the fact that my 
difficulties are increasing and that a net is being 
deftly woven around me. But, then, I have al- 
ways been an unlucky fellow in my plans and 
ideals." "Permit me to observe, Sir Count," 
Lilian interrupted, "have you not rich relatives?" 

"Had you not, would be more correct, Gracious 
Lady. I lo$t them when I quitted the army — " 
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"But why, if I may ask, did you do that?" she 
again interrupted. 

"It is owing to my ill-starred nature, as usual; 
I could not understand as others did, that a duel is 
something honorable and glorious. I liked being 
a soldier; but after having expressed myself as 
opposed to dueling, it was simply impossible for 
me to live with my soldier comrades. My uncle, 
who had spoken of me as his heir, having been ap- 
prised of my opinion iand that I had left the army, 
married a second time simply for the purpose of 
disinheriting me. I am therefore nothing more 
than a moneyless nobleman. However, if, as 
everybody says, war is at hand, then no doubt I'll 
be called back to the colors. And then," he ad- 
ded in a joking way but not without gravity, "per- 
haps my usual luck will follow me — " 

With a mellow look Lilian offered him her. 
hands while her eyes filmed with tears. 

"You ought not talk that way, Sir Baron — 99 

The first subject of their meeting led to other 
subjects and other meetings and before long Lil- 
ian knew that her hand and heart were the Bar- 
on's. Von Scharhold had similar intimations, but 
on account of his poverty he hesitated to move ; 
Lilian surmising this, settled the question herself. 
So it happened that this prenmptial talk led to the 
altar ; a week later war was declared. They were 
together but a few days at Castle Scharhold when 
the baron was summoned to join his regiment. At 
first he was made a Caiptain of the Reserves but 
only for a short time. The dreadful battles of the 
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war of 1870 made great gaps in the regiments, 
which had to be filled; he was therefore called 
to the front. 

3. In the Field Hospital 

At Metz one great division of the French army 
was defeated; at Sedan another under the very 
eyes of Napoleon the Third was crushed. After 
six weeks with Paris encircled by a gigantic arm 
of iron the war was practically over. Winter 
settled upon the armies in the field with all its 
rigor and sicknesses of many kinds stole into the 
hospitals to attack the wounded. 

In one of the larger buildings of the Parisian 
suburbs, fifty wounded soldiers lay sharing a 
common hall. It was comparatively quiet within. 
Dread Typhoid had stealthily taken possession of 
the place. Some were moaning with a bursting 
headache, some shaking with chills, some con- 
sumed with fever, most of them longing for death, 
while the convalescent, spent and exhausted, lay 
upon their simple pallet, looking up apathetical- 
ly at the ceiling, too tired to move even a finger. 
The glaring light of the snow reflecting the 
winter sun, shone thru the windows and re- 
vealed with horrid distinctness the misery with- 
in the sickroom. 

Altho the windows were lowered from above 
and the temperature of the room was chilled, 
there was an overpowering smell hard to describe 
pervading the place, which forced the casual visi- 
tor after a minute's stay to seek the open air. 
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Four young, pale, overworked men, habited in 
black, looked after the sick. They had a cheer- 
ing, comforting word for tall even when render- 
ing them the most nauseating services. The eye 
of many a stricken man watched them lovingly, 
trying to express the gratitude the tongue could 
not utter. 

In the front of the hall in a kind of vestibule, 
lay fifteen sick who were on their way to a 
slow recovery ; weeks and perhaps months would 
elapse before they would be fit to return home. 
Among them were men from Saxony, from Bavar- 
ia, from Prussia ; because they were comrades on 
the field they were now fraternizing as comrades 
on their sickbeds. Near a window and 
closest to the door, Captain von Scharhold was 
reclining. He looked pale and exhausted as he sat 
propped up on his camp-bed. The Head Physician 
and two medical attendants were standing at his 
side : "I thought that the worst was over," he re- 
marked to the men, "but for the last two days I've 
felt such a pain in my throat I cannot conceal it 
any longer. At first I thought nothing of it; the 
pain however, and the burning is continually 
growing and my fever has risen in consequence/' 

The physician listened carefully to the recital 
of the symptoms. Hardly had the baron finished 
when eight or ten others exclaimed : "O doctor, 
our throats iare ailing just in the same way; 
please give us something to ease the pain!" 

The doctor examined the mouths amd throats of 
the sick ones. He was grave and silent for a time. 
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"I have nothing which would ease the pain im- 
mediately; be patient in God's name and I assure 
you it will pass away." 

"We beg you, O doctor," two soldiers called 
out, "give us something, we cannot stand it any 
longer! Haven't you anything?" 

In an ill-humor he turned round : "In the name 
of heaven, I cannot help you ; you must have pa- 
tience ;" he looked at the sick gravely for a mo- 
ment and then left. 

With deep commiseration one of the nursing 
brothers heard the dialogue between the doctor 
and his patients. As soon as the doctor was gone, 
von Scharhold said to him: "Brother Bernard, 
— not so much for my sake as for the sake of 
my companions, — don't you know of anything at 
all which might alleviate our pain? Surely, you 
must have learnt a great deal since the beginning 
of the war. Have you never come across an ail- 
ment like ours?" 

The young attendant smiled : "Sir Baron, just 
wait a minute; Brother Longinus knows some- 
thing about medicine, he'll surely find a remedy." 

"Indeed, he has worked wonders," one of the 
hospital assistants confirmed. "At Marie aux 
Chenes we were sick of the Cholera and the two 
doctors from Berlin came near killing us with 
their broths and black coffee, when behold, the 
brother procured, no one knew from where, hot 
milk for us, as much as we wanted — my, but that 
was good ! — and cured us. Upon this the two pro- 
fessionals from Berlin got angry with him, but he 
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gave them a piece of his mind. I don't think my 
own mother could have cared for me better than 
Brother Longinus cared for us all. Next he went 
to the Physician-in-chief, and do you know what 
the latter did? He discharged the two doctors, and 
told us to drink as much milk as possible, it 
would help us to get well. He sent us another 
doctor then from his staff, who was all right ; 
he and the brother worked together hand in 
hand." The ten convalescents listened eagerly. An- 
other helper said, that when the Chief Physician 
was stricken down with Typhoid, he wanted no 
one but Brother Longinus to look after him ; for 
four weeks without once changing his clothes the 
brother was confined to the fetid room looking af- 
ter his patient till he had him out of danger ; the 
Chief acknowledged that he owed his life to him. 

There was a sick man, a Saxon, next to the wall, 
who whispered to his neighbor: "Say, who can 
believe that? no one; are not those brothers 
Jesuits? — no, no, give us none of that !" Very mis- 
trustfully he eyed Brother Longinus, who had 
just come in summoned by Brother Bernard. The 
brother was "Longinus" in name and in fact; the 
more so because his leanness made him seem tal- 
ler than he really was. His pale, thin face, how- 
ever, reflected intelligence, boundless sympathy 
and much good-humor. The whole room looked 
at him, and he in turn looked at the sick. Having 
heard their grievances and all about their plains, 
which they said were continually increasing, he 
replied in plain Swabian dialect to this effect : 
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"Now then, good friends, I also know a little 
about medicine. If you trust me, I will try to 
help you. Yes, even if I'll be reprimanded in con- 
sequence. But tell me first, will you swallow what 
I'll give you? I'll assure you it won't harm you 
anyway; (perhaps it will benefit you; I hope so 
at least." 

"All right, Brother Longinus," half a dozen 
immediately begged, "bring it here, it can't make 
us worse than we are; we know you'll help us!" 
The poor Saxon back at the wall, shook his thick 
head distrustfully: "It isn't possible, no — it isn't 
possible — a Jesuit!" 

In the meantime the brother uncorked a little 
bottle and poured a few drops of the liquid into 
the glass of every sick man. "Now then," he 
said, "fill the glass with water and take a swal- 
low of the mixture every ten minutes ; if it doesn't 
help, neither will it harm ; I think, however, it will 
help." 

"For the Lord's sake, the end of the world must 
be coming !" said the dumf ounded Saxon when he 
saw all his comrades and even Captain von Schar- 
hold take a dose of the medicine. "That might 
be the most terrible poison, Afra togana, I think 
that's the name, with which the Jesuits eight 
hundred years ago poisoned the German Emperor. 
I love whom God loves barring the Jesuits ; they 
are the cause of all the misfortune and misery in 
the world!" 

It was coming toward evening ; the sick were re- 
ceiving their portion of food and wine; Typhoid 
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patients especially, must have wine. While the 
brothers were working their round they were ac- 
costed from all sides: "Brother, please shut the 
window, I am freezing! — Brother, can't you get 
me a woolen shirt? — Brother, haven't you an- 
other blanket to spare? I'm cold and can't sleep." 
Some inquired : "Why do you give us so little 
wine to-day? Why so little to eat when it's so 
cold?" 

Even Brother Longinus was about to lose his 
patience. After attending to the food and the 
wine of the sick, he had a serious talk with the 
Commissary. The latter told him that his supply 
of wine and delicacies which had been sent from 
the home-country to his depot, would last but six 
days more and that therefore he had to be very 
economical in its distribution. The old wine, for 
example, was about used up. 

"That will mean death to the Typhoid stricken, 
the brother sadly remarked; they want wine 
above all and especially matured red wine and 
with it, nourishing food. They must have this," 
he insisted emphatically. 

The Commissary shrugged his shoulder. "If 
I could make Burgundy out of water and ham out 
of snow-balls, I would keep you supplied," he said. 

That same night two Religious, Brothers Lon- 
ginus and Bernard, sat uip till past midnight writ- 
ing to their people at home about their want and 
misery. For twenty hours without a break they 
had been on duty, and yet the first hour of the 
scant leisure afforded them they devoted to beg- 
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ging their relatives to help the sick entrusted to 
them. Even while writing, the head of the one 
rested in slumber upon the shoulder of the other, 
who equally exhausted, could scarcely guide his 
pen; but the letters were finished that night. 

Upon his round the next morning Brother Ber- 
nard was informed by his wards that their 
throat trouble was nearly gone. The poor sick 
were happy, particularly when Brother Longinus 
filled their glasses again with his wonderful 
medicine. The stubborn Saxon, however, was 
still tortured by doubts : "Ah, boys, look before 
you trust; I'll not trust the Jesuits. That they 
have released you so quickly from your suffer- 
ings — is suspicious in itself. Who knows what 
that may lead to. The Jesuits are sly and when 
they mean to poison anyone they go about it 
covertly. You can find the proof of this in every 
book. From five o'clock in the morning it is a 
long way to five oclock P. M. I'll watch !" 

When the regular physician came and anx- 
iously and gravely surveyed the room of the 
throat sufferers, he was met with smiling faces 
and was astonished to hear from all of them that 
they were much better and almost cured. 

First of all he examined von Scharhold and 
then the others, — he breathed more freely as he 
joyously remarked : "Did I not tell you to have 
patience , that the trouble would disappear of it- 
self!" 

"No, no, doctor, not at all," the sick quickly in- 
terrupted; "the evil did not remedy itself, the 
brother cured us !" 
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"Who? the brother?" he asked with surprise; 
upon which Brother Longinus explained, that at 
the request of the men he had prepared a homeo- 
pathic remedy, Spongia, which is very effective 
in throat troubles. The doctor's first impulse was 
to call the brother to account for his interference, 
but he passed it off with the slighting remark: 
"Nonsense, Homeopathy from beginning to end 
is nothing but humbug — surely you don't intend 
by it to cure Diphtheria !" 

"Diphtheria?" all exclaimed, "was that it?" 
with consternation the sick looked at one another. 

"Of course, what else? and now that I've said 
it, it is too late to take it back. Take good care 
of yourselves until the last trace of it has dis- 
appeared." 

After he had gone, you should have heard the 
remarks of the men. "That's the reason he would 
not tell us what was the matter and which made 
him look so strangely at his medical assistants," 
they said. "He gave us up for lost and you saved 
us !" Full of gratitude they extended their hands 
to the brother. Lord von Scharhold beckoned 
Brother Bernard : "I wish to inform my wife of 
all this immediately; how interested she will be. 
When your work is done, will you sipare me a few 
minutes to write for me what I will dictate to you ? 
I am not yet able to direct a pen with a firm hand ; 
until I can do so I better not write at all ; it would 
frighten her." "I'll be at your service in an hour," 
Brother Bernard replied. 
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4. In Dire Distress 

Within the time specified Brother Bernard 
was sitting by the bedside of the captain with an 
improvised writing-board upon his knees. 

"Dear Lilian!" the nobleman dictated; Bro- 
ther Bernard looked up astonished. 

"Does her name surprise you?" the captain 
asked: "Of course, I don't know whether you'll 
find it in the Church Calendar." 

The pale face of the brother blushed deep red 
as he said : "The name is not unknown to me; it 
recalled to my mind for an instant something that 
had occurred many, many years ago and which 
I had almost forgotten." 

"You'll have to tell me about that as soon as I 
am thru," von Scharhold requested. 

"There will hardly be time for that," the bro- 
ther answered, ready to continue the dictation: 
"Dear Lilian ! That I am an unlucky fellow I have 
told you many a time and my field experiences 
have confirmed my horoscope. Instead of 
meeting the enemy in glorious combat and return- 
ing to you decorated with the Iron Cross, I was 
stealthily attacked and subdued by the fever 
Typhoid; you have not been told of my stay in 
the hospital because I wished to inform you of 
this myself ; then, too, nothing would have re- 
strained you from riding thru the country upon 
the back of your fleet four-year Wallachian to 
come to me had you known of my plight. Now that 
all danger is past the news cannot frighten or 
harm you ; this letter, moreover, will assure you 
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that there is at present no danger which would 
make your presence necessary. I am well taken 
care of by Brother Bernard — " 

"Please, captain, — don't mention my name," 
the brother begged. 

"Write as I dictate out of obedience and charity, 
otherwise I'll have a relapse, and the responsibil- 
ity will be yours." 

While the two men were arguing, the dense, 
honest Saxon, having furtively observed the bro- 
ther, fixed his eyes upon the mantel of a window 
recess and reasoned thus with trepidation: "I see 
now what it's coming to; first he slowly poisons 
the captain and then he gets him to make his Will ! 
The Jesuit writes and schemes about the inheri- 
tance till he becomes pale and the poor sick fel- 
low can do nothing but say yes, yes. It is incred- 
ible how wicked these Jesuits are; they would 
not spare even the unborn child. But I'll watch 
and see — surely no one would believe it." 

In spite of his protestations Brother Bernard 
was forced to leave his name in the letter. Von 
Scharhold went on dictating: "I had just about 
within an inch of my life got thru an attack of 
Typhoid and was rejoicing to be ready soon again 
for active field-work when Diphtheria threatened 
to choke me — no, don't write that, brother, it 
might frighten Lilian as savoring too much of a 
field-encounter — well, let it go, it is no improve- 
ment to say — threatened to twist my neck. Again 
it was a brother, namely, Brother — " 
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"No, no, captain, I'll not write anything more 
about myself," the Religious insisted, and so res- 
olutely that the sick man laughingly remarked: 

"How do you know I mean you at all? Write 
Brother Longinus." 

"I'll do that if you will, the brother replied, 
continuing to write. The husband informed his, 
wife among other things that the hospital rations 
were being cut down and that even if a new stock 
of food should soon arrive, he would be very 
thankful if she would send the Commissary a sup- 
ply of good old wine and some blankets and un- 
derclothes. In conclusion he begged her to present 
his best regards to the Lady Mayoress of Sigmar- 
ingen. 

Astonished and frightened the brother heard 
this address. 

"Surely, you have heard of Sigmaringen be- 
fore?" the captain observed, having noticed the 
writer start at the name. 

"Yes, indeed, I know Sigmaringen well!" he 
answered quickly. When he had directed 
the envelope, Lilian, Baroness von Scharhold- 
Grampus, he knew to whom he had been writing. 
He took the letter and carried it immediately to 
the Field Post Office. 

That night the brother was in a reminiscent 
mood. Even despite himself, the recollections of 
his life came and went and chased thru his mind : 
the affair of the Grampus boys who had tried 
his patience so sorely at Weissberg, their flight, 
the avalanche of lies with which they threaten- 
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ed to overwhelm him, his removal to Gorheim 
where he got to know Lilian, the Baroness of the 
Woods, the dangers and difficulties he encounter- 
ed there. He thought that the past had been 
buried in oblivion, and yet the ghost of it would 
not down. 

No doubt, everything at present was in his fa- 
vor. It was a pleasure to him to have helped the 
husband of Lilian, the brother-in-law of his two 
erstwhile youthful tormentors. 

Speculation upon the probable results of his 
devotion to the nobleman pleased him: to wit, 
the joy and surprise of Lord von Scharhold when 
he finds out that he, Brother Bernard, is acquaint- 
ed with his wife; the happiness of Lilian in be- 
ing apprised of her husband's recovery; happy 
twice over when she hears from the baron's own 
lips of the hours and days he lay unconscious 
hovering between life and death and that it was 
the "Brother" who nursed him back to life; — all 
this to the good Religious was like looking down 
a beautiful vista upon a glorious vernal land- 
scape. Brother Bernard was well deserving the 
pleasure this hour's innocent musing gave him. 

At last he got up and went out into the hos- 
pital enclosure. He lifted his eyes upwards to the 
wonderful stars shining so peacefully and sweet- 
ly, and communed with them about God, about His 
wisdom, His power and His goodness 

He looked up to the impenetrable heavens and 
unmindful of the cold, he prayed : "Good God, dis- 
pose it so that Lord von Scharhold mJay not seek a 
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closer acquaintance with me and that he may not 

praise me to his wife I will gladly sacrifice 

what pleasure such intimacy would bring, I wish 
only to work,— work, and if needs be, suffer. Let 
me live for Thee alone, O my God! and let me 
count for nothing among men. Dear Mother 
Mary, spare me all praise in this world and pray 
for me. Pray for the unfortunate boys Umberto 
and Eggie and their parents; if a sacrifice is 
needed to help them, put it in my mind and way 
and help me to bring it." 

In the meantime a week had gone by. The 
state of the fever patients had become desperate. 
The food rations had been cut down to the abso- 
lutely necessary; the wine was gone; many of the 
more grievously sick had died, the condition of 
the others wias becoming serious, the convales- 
cents were suffering much from cold and want of 
food. It was not the fault of the home-people 
who were liberal as ever ; it was due to transpor- 
tation difficulties that the abundant supplies were 
not forwarded to the Commissary Depots. 

The sick in consequence, became sullen and 
discouraged ; many became so homesick they lost 
interest in everything. Louder and louder they 
sobbed and clamored for blankets. To add to the 
misery the sun had been in hiding for many days ; 
the gray clouds overspread the bleak and dreary 
world like a funeral pall. 

Captain von Scharhold, like the rest, suffered 
keenly. He complained of his helpless condition 
and bewailed his retarded recovery; deeply, too, 
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he felt for his half-starved comrades but what 
hurt him most of all was Lilian's slowness in an- 
swering. 

The imperturbable Saxon, however, back in the 
corner, held to his original wtay of consoling him- 
self: "The Jesuits are to blame for all this and 
no one else. They're enough to vex God when- 
ever He observes them. He sees into their 
hearts, down to the very bottom where they 
are blackest, and He can't be deceived — 
that's it— exactly, a Jesuit is a Jesuit, — and even 
tho they nurse the sick, God is not pleased with 
them, therefore things will never get better here, 
till they're out again. Who knows, boys, only for 
the Jesuits and there would have been no fever 
and no Typhoid." 

The day ended in gloom ; next day no provisions 
arrived at all. The sick on the verge of despair 
cried to God. 

"Yes, indeed," Brother Longinus admitted, "we 
have no one now to help us excepting our God. But 
He is mighty and can help us in an instant and 
He is good and merciful to sinners and to the 
healthy, therefore a thousand times more merci- 
ful to the poor soldiers sick in the enemy's coun- 
try. Why not call to Him for help? I will pray 
to Him, whoever does not wish to join me need 
not; prayer has always helped." 

He knelt down among the beds and prayed 
earnestly, trustfully, filially to God for assistance. 
Thereupon the eyes of many filled with tears and 
here and there folded hands were seen upraised 
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to heaven appealing to the Heart of God. Bro- 
ther Bernard was busy with the very sick in the 
back of the hospital; suddenly a little door op- 
ened and an Orderly Sergeant entered. 

"Reverend Father, you must accompany me im- 
mediately; you are wanted very much," he said 
politely. 

"I am not a priest," Brother Bernard answer- 
ed, "but only a brother." 

"You are a Religious, are you not?" 

"Yes, I am a Religious." 

"Well then, come with me right away." He 
went. 

5. A Glad Surprise 

Almost at the same time there was a commotion 
among the convalescents in the ante-room of the 
hospital. The main door was flung open and the 
Head Physician attended by two doctors of his 
staff and also other officers were seen at the en- 
trance ; giving precedence to a tall majestic man 
in a General's uniform, they entered. The 
stranger wore a full beard and in mien and 
stature presented an imposing figure. Rapidly 
with a sweep of his kind blue eyes he surveyed 
the place after which he stepped up to the cot of 
Captain von Scharhold who made an effort to rise. 

"Your Highness," he exclaimed with a coun- 
tenance flushed with surprise, "you are doing me 
great honor!" 

While the captain and his exalted visitor were 
conversing in an undertone with each other, the 



Digitized by Google 



A Story from Castle Grampus 108 

other sick in the room were whispering his name 
back and forth : "Prince Herman von Saxe-Wei- 
mar." 

In the meantime a woman appeared at the 
threshold. When he saw her, the prince, who had 
evidently been awaiting her, turned to the cap- 
tain with the words: "Now, then, dear von 
Schiarhold, I will confide you to most loving 
hands and hope that the surprise will be of bene- 
fit to you." 

Turning to the lady he saluted her and im- 
mediately after, Lilian was at her husband's bed- 
side, stooping over him with the tenderest love 
and concern. 

"But, Lilian!" he was continually expostulat- 
ing, while stroking her hand lovingly, to which 
she as constantly replied: "Is'nt it so, William ?" 

The prince had hardly left the sick room when 
the poor inmates were informed of the stack of 
provisions he had brought them : Thirty immense 
boxes filled with hams, biscuits, eggs, coffee, su- 
gar, chocolate, six large sacks of the finest wheat- 
en flour, — and. what the Typhoid sick needed most 
of all, — a barrel of Tokay ; many dozens of Cog- 
nac also and twenty bundles of brand new woolen 
shirts, stockings, underclothing, felt-shoes and 
nightgowns. "All this, two box-cars full, has 
been sent to you by Queen Olga of Wirtemberg." 

"I, the Head Physician, by order of the 
Prince von Weimar have been told to inform you 
of the fact; Her Majesty had been notified but re- 
cently of your wants and misery by letters from 



Digitized by 



104 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



your venerable attendants, the Brothers Longin- 
us and Bernard. Moreover, I am commissioned 
to state that as soon as you are again in need, 
you have only to write her and she will send 
a second supply. The prince, moreover, has assured 
me you may also appeal to him." 

The distribution of the goods began. The joy and 
jubilation of the unfortunates was indescribable, 
so that von Scharhold and Lilian forgot their own 
affairs listening to the rapturous thanks with 
which the men remembered their benefactors for 
having saved them from despair and death. 

"This is a thousand times more touching than 
any Christmas-Giving I have ever seen," Lilian 
sobbed, as she saw the pale, bearded men finger- 
ing their gifts with childish glee and heard them 
pray to God to bless good Queen Olga and the 
prince, but especially the brothers, to whom 
most of all ihey were indebted for their present 
happinesss. 

The stolid Saxon received his share like the 
rest. He compromised fact and theory in his own 
naive way : "You know, my boy, I'll never give 
up the conviction, a Jesuit is always a Jesuit; — 
but then, a good woolen shirt and drawers are not 
to be despised in weather like this. I grant an 
iexception is possible. I will admit it may hap- 
pen as a very exceptional and extraordinary thing 
that a decent Jesuit be found; this may happen 
and may not. After all, who knows what these 
woolen shirts may conceal ! as for the cigars and 
the Tokay, I'll let somebody else try them first; if 
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they are all right, so much the better. I will not 
barter my convictions for anything not even for 
a dozen shirts! No, indeed." 

After witnessing the apportioning of the goods, 
Lilian remarked to her husband : "I see, I am too 
late. I also had dispatched wine and food, (a wa- 
gon load, for the sick and wounded — I knew it 
would be agreeable to you — but now they're al- 
ready provided for." 

"Ask the attendants, the Brothers Longinus 
and Bernard, they will tell where to send your 
gifts." 

Lilian studied awhile: "Tell me, William, is 
that Brother Bernard to whom you dictated the 
letter, a Jesuit?" she asked. 

"Yes, sweetheart, and an honest Swabian at the 
same time, judging from his language." 

"Then it is he," she replied with emotion, "I 
know him well; to repay my parents and my 
brothers for the evil they had done him he has 
saved you for me. Where is he that I may thank 
him? You will grant me a moment?" 

She got up and searched around, but Brother 
Bernard had left the hospital. Brother Longin- 
us came uip to meet her. Lilian greeted him and 
looked at him closely, "Have I not seen you be- 
fore in Stuttgart?" 

"Yes, Gracious Lady," he answered, "at the 
Court-ball." 

"Then you are the Baron von " she men- 
tioned a well-known name of the Swabian nobil- 
ity— "well, how is this possible?" 
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With his broom in hand Brother Longinus pre- 
sented arms and saluted according to the rules of 
the Manual of Arms, laughing all the while and 
saying: "At your service, Gracious Lady." 

When they had spoken together for a time 
Lilian inquired for Brother Bernard. 

"He was here a minute ago," Longinus replied ; 
calling an assistant, he asked him to find Brother 
Bernard. 

The assistant said that the brother had been 
called away about a quarter of an hour ago, and 
that he would be back by night. 

"Probably he is helping out in the neighboring 
hospital," he added. 

Lilian waited and waited but in vain. He did 
not return that night; the next day at noon he 
came back pale and exhausted and terribly un- 
nerved. By that time the baroness was on her 
way home; the authorities had told her that for 
her safety's sake they could not grant her a long- 
er rtay, 

6. An Awful Judgment 

Upon being called away from the hospital, 
Brother Bernard was informed by an officer that 
he should ride on with the orderly to a place the 
name of which he did not understand ; the Order- 
ly Sergeant would give him all information. 

"How long will we be kept in the saddle?" he 
asked after having dismounted. 

"Four hours," was the answer ; "it will be night 
by the time we get there." 
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"Was there a skirmish at the place or a battle? 
Have some been wounded?" 

"No, but there are a great many sick there." 
Brother Bernard accordingly thought that he 
had been called on to give assistance. When they 
had reached their destination he was presented 
to the captain ; the brother noticed from his man- 
ner that he was in an ill-humor. He was a Bava- 
rian. 

"We have no hospital, we have no sick, thanks 
be to God, we are well ! But we have a fellow 
whom the devil himself has enrolled in our com- 
pany. I said from the first he was a good-for- 
nothing, that he looked like a robber, and so he has 
proved himself. And now we are all disgraced — 
but he'll bear the brunt of it ; our whole company 
is dishonored; however, we swore, officers and 
men, that none of us would betray what has hap- 
pened, and woe to him that does," whereat the 
captain rolled his eyes and looked angrily at the 
brother, — "he will be annihilated." To this 
threat he added the promise, that if the brother 
kept the secret to himself and helped the company 
blot out its shame, the men would be forever 
grateful to him. 

Brother Bernard was mute with wonderment 
during this incoherent effusion of the captain. 
Finally, when the storm of words had subsided, 
he ventured timidly to remark; "But, Sir, I don't 
quite understand what you are talking about." 

"No doubt," the officer remarked; "however, 
don't blame me for telling the story backwards. 
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It is briefly this : To-morrow a fellow will be 
shot and I want you to prepare him for death." 

With horror the brother objected : "I beg you 
to understand, Sir, I'm only a brother and not a 
priest." 

"What— what?" the caiptain cried, "are you 
not a Jesuit?" 

"I am, Sir, but not yet ordained a priest, and 
therefore I can neither hear the Confession of the 
condemned one nor administer to him any of the 
Sacraments." 

Upon this information the captain could re- 
strain himself no longer. With a veritable tor- 
rent of angry words he threatened to overwhelm 
the brother. "I have sent to three places already 
and nowhere can a priest be found, they were 
called away, I've been told. Now then, whether 
you are a priest or only a brother, whether you 
are ordained or not, it makes no difference, I have 
done my duty; you'll pray with the wretch, you 
can do that at least ; the night is too far advanc- 
ed to send elsewhere for a priest, and, moreover, I 
don't know where to find one; besides, it has been 
decreed that he must be executed early to-morrow 
morning. In the meantime do for him what you 
wish and what you can, only do not molest or ex- 
cite him." 

Brother Bernard agreed with the officer in this 
that no priest could be gotten; he knew of none 
within a circuit of many tens of miles. Think- 
ing the matter over what to do in this terrible 
dilemma and begging God to enlighten and as- 
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sist him to be of some real service to the poor 
wretch awaiting death, he made his way to the 
end of the village escorted by a sergeant. Now 
only did it occur to the brother to ask the reason 
why the fellow was to be shot. He is most prob- 
ably a sniper, he opined, who had shot at the 
soldiers from ambush. Imagine his astonish- 
ment, then, when he was told by the orderly that 
the man was not an enemy at all but a member of 
their own company. 

"Indeed, is it possible! What did the poor fel- 
low dor 

The sergeant answered : "Spare me your poor, 
poor fellow, he is thoroughly bad and has been bad 
all along; he was a scoundrel, an impudent scamp, 
a miserable—" He related that the condemned 
man of his own accord had asked to go to the 
front, that he was accordingly enlisted and that 
the captain had treated him at first almost as an 
equal, advanced and decorated him with the 
epaulets because he was a scholar and related to 
his family. He soon got to despise the fellow, 
however, on account of his unbearable arrogance, 
his untrustworthiness and selfishness. Many a 
time he had refused to obey orders and the mat- 
ter had been hushed up. But this afternoon, 
against the protest of the Inspector of Hospitals, 
he forcibly appropriated a couple of bottles of 
Cognac saying that his father would send a bar- 
rel instead to the Commissary. Upon being or- 
dered to return the brandy immediately, he re- 
fused to obey; when told of the consequence which 
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his disobedience would entail, he replied that he 
didn't care a d — for either lieutenant or captain. 
Then the sergeant in accordance with military 
law categorically commanded him to bring back 
the Cognac; the order had hardly been given 
when the fellow with a rage-distorted face and a 
flood of vile and insulting language hurled a bot- 
tle at the head of the officer, screaming the while 
at the top of his voice that he was sick of the 
whole business and would clear out for his home 
without asking the permission of anybody. At the 
same time drawing his sword and brandishing it 
back and forth he severely wounded the sergeant 
and one of the sub-officers, 
j This sealed the fate of the wild man. He was 
arrested then and there and his action re- 
ported to the Lieutenant-General. The General 
made short work of the case. "Our patience has 
been tried long enough by this scamp ; he will be 
taught a lesson once and for all time what it 
means to be insubordinate and mutinous on the 
field." A Military Council was immediatly call- 
ed. The man was led before his judge under 
heavy guard; he was sentenced to be shot. No 
grace was to be expected, no commutation; the 
General stood for that. 

It was to take a part in this sad business 
Brother Bernard had been called. He and his 
£uide had now arrived at the last house in the 
village. This house was the prison of the unfor- 
tunate criminal. As he entered, the brother saw 
the man sitting at a table, his head buried in his 
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hands. Two soldiers with weapons loaded were 
keeping the death-watch. "Blessed be Jesus 
Christ !" the Religious greeted. A curse from 
the condemned wretch was the answer, as he rais- 
ed and turned his head with a furious look at the 
intruder. Suddenly his eyes dilated and he began 
to laugh like one crazy. "Did the devil send you ?" 
he shrieked. "Verily, I believe it now, Brother 
Bernard, that there is a devil!" 

The brother recoiled as if struck by lightning — 
he recognized him. Who was it but Umberto 
Grampus, his own pupil once upon a time! 

"Brother Bernard," Umberto cried, "no doubt, 
you think it is your turn now ! Well then, indulge 
yourself as much as you like in your hellish de- 
light." 

With satanic fury he cursed and blasphemed 
because the hated Brother Bernard was to be a 
witness of his miserable end. 

The brother waited till the man's paroxysm had 
spent itself. Then stepping up before him, he 
said gently: "Sir Umberto Grampus, you de- 
ceive yourself if you think it gives me pleasure to 
see you in this condition. I was officially called 
and not until this very minute did I know it was 
to you. Therefore, it was not the devil but God 
who brought us together once more without our 
knowing or willing it. I am sorry to tell you that 
no priest will be here to hear your Confession — be- 
fore your death. It is the terrible Justice of God 
seeking its deserts because of the vile and lying 
things you have spoken against priests and Reli- 
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gious. Tremble at the thought: God is just and 
terrible and His judgments will stand forever. 
However, in the fact that by His dispensation I 
rather than another have been sent here without 
the faintest knowledge on my part that it was to 
you, in this I see a sign of His infinite mercy. He 
affords you an opportunity for unburdening your 
soul of the many calumnies you have uttered 
against Religious Orders by expressing to me 
your sorrow for what you have done. I can as- 
sure you, I and my brethren have long ago for- 
given you and have constantly prayed for your 
conversion. I tell you this to save you from de- 
spair. In your awful condition I advise you earn- 
estly to pray for the grace of a perfect contrition 
and I, too, will pray for you. I will now leave you 
to yourself for a short time." 

Brother Bernard went out into the open and 
under the starry winter sky prayed long and earn- 
estly for his former ward and pupil. In the mean- 
time the words he had spoken had time to sink 
into the heart of Umberto. 

After two hours he returned to begin a terrible 
battle with hell for the rescue of the soul of this 
thorougly spoilt and corrupt young man. For a 
moment Umberto seemed to be sorry and began 
to pray, then right after he would begin again to 
curse and blaspheme ; for one minute he boldly de- 
fied and said he did not fear death, immediately 
after he would wail that all was lost ; with an in- 
sane hope he expected grace and that he would be 
pardoned. Until morning the brother continued 
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spiritually to nurse and calm him as a child, 
telling him in the kindest manner of the goodness 
of God, who would even yet forgive him what he 
had done if he were sorry and would promise to 
confess if it were possible. With the patience of 
a saint the brother persevered until finally he had 
mellowed the egotistical, obdurate heart of the 
criminal and had convinced him he was his 
friend. The battle was won when Umberto 
broke down and began to weep bitterly. The 
grace of God had brought him contrition for his 
sins ; his tears attested this, while at the same 
time they betrayed the agony of a young life so 
soon to be snuffed out by an inglorious death. 

The dying embers of evil passion gave forth 
one blaze more, however, before their final ex- 
tinction when the brother, wishing to encourage 
the poor fellow, excused him to some extent for 
his evil life, uipon the ground of the miserable 
training he had received. Mutely the man stared 
at the table for awhile as if rehearsing the de- 
tails of his sorry youth, then suddenly with his 
clenched fist raised to heaven he cried out : "Yes 
— it was she, she it was, hear me, 0 God in heav- 
en! 1 see it now, when it is too late! She is 

the cause of my death, my murderess, mur- 
deress, not my mother." Instantly he withdrew 
from a pocketbook the photograph of his mother 
posing in gay decollete, which in a shocking way, 
impossible to describe, he began to insult. He 
spat upon it, tore it to a thousand pieces, which 
he scattered over the floor and trampled on, and 
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with blasphemous prayer he besought God to 
damn his mother with him — "I had no mother 
like other children, but a demon/ 9 he screamed in 
his frenzy; "to die so young when I might have 
been happy and have had a long life, excepting 
for my wretched bringing up." 

This alternation of sobs and screams on the 
part of the youth doomed to a premature death 
made an awful scene; the soldier-attendants mut- 
tered sympathy in their own way: "That im- 
pious woman ought to be here in our place to hear 
and see it all; she ought to be shot — " 

At the break of day the victim was calmer and 
was getting ready for his ordeal by prayer. The 
brother prayed that the grace of a perfect con- 
trition might be sent the man, and the latter on 
his part avowed that if he had the chance, he 
would gladly go to Confession. 

It was day. The condemned man was led from 
the room. A detachment of twenty-four soldiers 
escorted him to a tree which stood upon a little 
hillock in the middle of a field. Back of the tree 
a coffin was ready.. . 

Umberto was led us> to the tree, his eyes were 
bandaged, he knelt down; the soldiers exchanged 
weapons, only half of which were loaded, so that 
none could tell if he were firing a blank or live 
cartridge. The lieutenant gave a mute signal 
to aim. 

"God the Father, God the Son, God the Holy 
Ghost, be merciful to me— Mary, dear Mother of 
God, pray for me," these were his last words, for 
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at that moment the sword of the lieutenant de- 
scended. A crack of the rifles was heard and Um- 
berto lay writhing on the ground in his agony. 
The army physician stepped up and after a cur- 
sory examination pronounced him dead ; the body 
was put into the coffin, carried to the village and 
buried ; Brother Bernard did the duties of a priest 
for Umberto even at the grave. 

Illtempered and with frowning looks the com- 
pany returned to its quarters. 

"I feel like smashing my rifle against the next 
tree I come to," said one ; "I volunteered to fight 
in an honest war but not to do the duty of a hang- 
man. They should never have admitted the 
scoundrel into the army; he was at no time 
worthy of bearing arms for his country." 

Notice of the execution of Umberto did not ap- 
pear in the papers; his name was on the list of 
those who were spoken of as lost. Neither were 
his parents informed of his death. 

7. Tried to the Core 
Several years had elapsed. The great war was 
over long ago. The victors might have enjoyed 
to the full the fruits of peace within the boundar- 
ies of the German Empire if they had not permit- 
ted their spirit of exultation to degenerate into 
colossal arrogance and satanic pride, which de- 
prived them of all sense of justice and wrought 
such havoc among the people. The insolent al- 
mighty Iron Chancellor led the State in a bitter 
and furious battle against the Catholic Church. 
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The furies of sectarian hatred and fanaticism 
were unleashed to attack the Church under the 
guise of a war for enlightenment, notorious in 
history as the Kulturkampf . The Catholic Pro- 
vinces full of trust in the empire of which they 
formed an integral part, after having spent their 
money and blood freely in its defence, found them- 
selves of a sudden groaning under the heels of a 
tyrant and of a merciless bureaucracy. A series 
of laws were passed bearing the impress of sec- 
tarian hatred and Jewish intrigue, which, Reli- 
gion aside, did immense social and financial harm 
to the kingdom ; years of inflation and mad spec- 
ulation followed, and from out the resultant chaos 
of scandal, disillusionment, mutual hatred and 
contempt for Religion, the spectre of Socialism 
and of Revolution slowly arose that involved 
the vast army of working people especially of the 
North, and marshaled them against both the 
Church and the State. This was the whole of the 
so-called blessing of the "Thousand Millions" 
of the French war indemnity which long after 
its dissipation left only ruin in its trail. 

Brother Bernard and many of his Religious 
Brethren had merited and been awarded the Iron 
Cross. The gratitude and thanks of the rulers 
towards the Religious Orders of men and women 
for their heroic devotion in serving the sick and 
the wounded was to be attested in a more sub- 
stantial form, however, later on, namely, in the 
form of the suppression of their houses and ex- 
pulsion from the fatherland. It was this fate 
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Brother Bernard shared with his brethren, Maria 
Laach, Gorheim and other renowned establish- 
ments were closed in the fall of 1872 and its oc- 
cupants scattered the world over. These were 
triumphant days for the enemies of God and of 
His Church. Mr. von Goldstern as a matter of 
course was one who delighted in witnessing the 
scenes of expulsion of the fathers and brothers 
from their cloistral homes and to watch them be- 
ing escorted like criminals across the boundary 
of their country. 

It was to be present on such an occasion that 
he made quite a journey to have the malignant 
joy of seeing a band of Religious with Brother 
Bernard among them, marched to the trains by 
the soldiery, thru crowds of weeping and exas- 
perated sympathizers, the poor and the rich, the 
high and the low. 

Upon passing him, the rabid infidel could not 
refrain from remarking within their hearing: 
"God speed ye, brethren in black, and may we 
never meet again!" 

Brother Bernard replied gently: "We are in 
the hands of God ; who knows what good purpose 
He has in view in permitting our expulsion?" 

Without knowinor it, he had prophetically spok- 
en something which in time would concern Gold- 
stern personally. The train pulled out. Cloister 
Gorheim was deserted. The neglect of the years 
that followed brought it to decay and inevitable 
ruin. 

* * * 
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Baron Scharhold altho not fully recovered 
from his sickness and military adventures, had 
returned to his home. His "luck" had stuck to 
him as ever. Whereas a Cross of Merit had been 
awarded to Lilian on account of her liberality to 
the war-sufferers, he had received no recognition 
whatever excepting a small Memorial Medal. This 
mattered little however, in view of the common 
joy which they found in their little daughter who 
was fast developing into a beautiful, bright and 
lovable child. Little Ella, that was her name, lov- 
ed her papa beyond measure. Her guileless inno- 
cence was artful only in the many ways she had 
to please him. In time he got to be his former 
self again, a strong, splendid man. When the 
stately couple, Scharhold and Lilian, were out 
side by side for a drive, they were looked at by 
all the people with admiration. There was only 
one person who begrudged the noble pair their 
happiness. This person was von Goldstern. "I 
have sworn to myself that I will never rest until 
I have played the Baroness of the Woods a trick 
which will break her heart." To accomplish this 
fell object was the one purpose of his life. 

* * * 

It was a beautiful day in spring. Baron von 
Scharhold was out riding; he expected to be back 
by dinner. Lilian regained at home. Coming 
toward noon she asked the maid to take little El- 
la out a ways to meet her father. At this the lit- 
tle four-year-old clapped her hands with joy; 
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kissing her mother, she went out with the maid. 

"Wouldn't you like to take your new ball with 
you?" the girl asked the child, "the ball that pa- 
pa bought you?" 

"O yes, Mimi," she replied; "please get it!" 

The maid went to the nursery ; she was back in 
a minute with a large gaudy rubber ball ; the two 
then left the castle walking toward the meadows ; 
parallel to the highway which crossed the field 
and lying somewhat higher, a footpath ran along 
a hedge of shrubs which divided the two roads. 

Happy and jubilant the child was playing with 
its ball bounding it up and down but with ever an 
eye for its father. 

"0 papa, please come, don't wait so long!" she 
exclaimed, "your Ella is waiting for you — " 

* * * 

The Angelus bell wias tolling in the village; 
sweet and touching was its peal; but this very 
instant the sun was looking down upon a terrible 
scene. 

Along the main road a riderless horse, raising 
a cloud of dust, was rushing madly onward to- 
ward the castle. In the middle of the road the 
unfortunate rider was lying pale, the blood gush- 
ing from his mouth, his eyes fixed in death, — 
Baron von Scharhold. The horse had thrown 
him; in falling the baron had broken his neck. 

From behind the bushes on the footpath, in 
sight of the place of the accident, a child horror- 
stricken stood looking for a moment at the man 
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dead on the main road — Ella. Instantly a soul- 
piercing cry issued from the little girl's lips and 
in a convulsive faint she fell at her nurse's feet. 

Beside the road lay the gay rubber ball con- 
spicuous by its red and green circles which look- 
ed like the eyes of a serpent ogling in the grass. 
It was the gaudy ball bounding and rebounding 
suddenly in sight of the horse which had frighten- 
ed the animal to make a vicious sidespring, so that 
the master taken unawares was thrown and 
killed. 

The runaway horse was seen from the castle 
and was soon caught and quieted. Lilian sus- 
pecting an accident, started out immediately with 
some of her retainers to search the road ; in a lit- 
tle while they came upon the child in a swoon and 
found the maid frantically trying with sobs and 
cries to call back to life her noble lord. 

Wild despair took possession of the unfortunate 
Lilian when she saw the extent of the catastrophe. 
But she had no time to yield to it. The maid was 
speechless and unnerved with fright; the child 
lay in a dead faint and its body was twitching in 
a way pitiful to behold ; the two were immediate- 
ly carried home and placed under the care of 
physicians. Unspeakable sorrow and unhap- 
piness reigned within the castle, and no one was 
at hand to console the countess. 

Being apprised of the result of the Coroner's 
examination, namely, that the accident was due 
to the bounding of the rubber ball, the unfortun- 
ate mother unconsciously felt an antipathy spring- 
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ing up within her against her child, who had been 
the innocent cause of her husband's death. 

After the funeral rites were over and altho El- 
la had gradually calmed down somewhat, she 
could tell nothing new as to how the fearful dis- 
aster happened. At the very mention of her fa- 
ther's death the child would weep convulsively so 
that the doctors found it necessary to forbid all 
reference to the affair. The servant-girl, who 
had become a chronic invalid, had little to add to 
the scant details explaining the tragedy except- 
ing this that she saw the lord approaching in a 
gallop before he had made the bend in the hol- 
low; that hearing a call back of her she looked 
around and after turning her face again to Ella, 
the ball was already bounding on the highway; a 
moment later the fatal accident occurred. Wheth- 
er the child threw the ball purposely in order to 
surprise its father or whether it slipped from the 
tremulous hand of the glad expectant girl, she 
could not say. The maid continued at the castle 
for a quarter of a year longer, then she had to 
resign her position on account of ill-health. Up- 
on leaving, Lilian gave her a handsome sum of 
money and promised always to stand by her. 

8. Shortlived Happiness 
Since the catastrophe several years had elaps- 
ed. Lilian residing upon her estate was trying 
with the help of her faithful steward Grunhelm 
to put into execution the plan projected by her 
husband for bettering the condition of her rent- 
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ers and the farmers of the vicinity. In the long 
run, however, the need of a strong arm to sup- 
port her was felt. She wrote to Father Bernard — 
he was a priest now — for advice; he told her to 
call upon her stepbrother Eggie. "Eggie," he 
said, "was by far more tractable and of a better 
disposition than Umberto." There was no allu- 
sion in the letter to the latter's terrible death ; he 
left her and the family under the impression that 
Umberto had died for his country. "If Eggie 
were withdrawn from the demoralizing influences 
of his parental home and from association with 
Goldstern, he might yet, with considerate and 
trustful handling, be made a good and honest man. 
If you achieve this, it would be the greatest 
work of charity possible to your brother. I pray 
for his happiness and salvation daily." 

Such is the revenge Jesuits take! thought Lil- 
ian, with tears in her eyes when she had read the 
priest's letter. "God has spoken to me thru him, 
I'll do as he suggests." 

The matter was quickly taken in hand ; her 
stepmother dared not object because she looked 
upon it as advantageous to herself should Lilian 
instead of taking a new husband look after Eggie. 
She was therefore allowed a free hand. Her first 
efforts were to acquaint her stepbrother with the 
management of the land; this would take some 
time, for Lilian had in view a model farm. He was 
therefore apprenticed to the Algen estate, as we 
Shall see, 
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June had come. Upon a rock that projects into 
the valley of the Neckar a chapel stood sheltered 
by a mighty linden tree; alow wall partly in 
ruins enclosed the little sanctuary. Looking down 
from this prominence to the valley below you could 
see the windings of the quickflowing river, the 
rich fields on either side, acres of the finest grain 
and stacks of fragrant hay ready for the barns. 
On a ridge beyond the plains there was a dense 
woods of beech trees, back of which an old for- 
tress with its frown softened by the setting sun, 
rose prominently. In a recess at one end of the 
valley, above the top of the encircling trees the 
mighty roofs could be seen of a mansionnestling in 
a paradise of gardens and fruit trees ; to its do- 
main belonged all the land viewed from the chapel 
hill. There was peace and quiet thruout the place ; 
no work, no noise, for it was Sunday evening. 
Nothing disturbed the calm of the valley excepting 
the belated song of the robin and the occasional 
screech of a hawk from the woods near-by. The 
sun was smiling farewell to the peaceful Hall and 
the fields, and was gradually making way for the 
dark, silent night. Not a cloud was in the sky; the 
air was heavy with the odor of flowers. Yonder by 
the chapel on the hill two parties were conversing 
quietly while looking down the slope to the fields 
below. 

"Just a year ago to-day, Mr. Eggie, do you re- 
member ?" a girl of about twenty years remarked, 
casting a friendly look at the young man she was 
addressing. Her happy open countenance re- 
flected the joy and, innocence of her soul. 
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"Yes, Miss Bertha, to-day a year ago— How ra- 
pidly it has gone ! At first I was afraid it would 
drag, at present " 

"Oh, no doubt, time goes fast enough if a per- 
son is contented. Happiness has a watch of its 
own. And how different your appearance to-day 
from then! How delighted your mother must be 
to know of your improvement!" 

The young man spoken to was Eggie, Lilian's 
stepbrother, a man now strong and goodlooking. 
The words of the maiden touched him to the 
quick. "Miss Bertha," he answered "no better 
place than this could be found, thanks be to God. 
But think with what patience and forbearance I 
have been treated especially by your father!" 

"That is true enough," the girl agreed, "there 
was much to be mended ; I noticed your mistakes 
and was puzzled at times because I could not ac- 
count for them. However, I have often prayed 
for you," she said slightly blushing. 

With a happy look he gave her his hand. "You 
have been a good angel to me here," he replied. 
Withdrawing her hand, she said : "It's not quite 
proper to make such comparisons ; you see, Eggie, 
you want correction still." 

"I don't intend nor dare to compare myself with 
you," he went on, "especially when I look back 
upon my past life. The whole is to me like an ug- 
ly dream and particulary one part of it. Miss 

Bertha, I will hide nothing from you : perhaps you 
know how I sinned against Brother Bernard. 
Who can tell the sorrow I and my brother have 
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caused him! And to think of it, he was our 
teacher and instructor and a Religious !" 

"Indeed, I know, it was a serious matter thus to 
break the Fourth Commandment," the girl com- 
mented ; "surely it was not without a reason that 
God promised a happy life to those who would ob- 
serve it. Why don't you write to Brother Ber- 
nard and ask his pardon? Then in Confession — " 
she stopped abruptly. "Excuse me," she begged 
timidly, "that is none of my business, but I was 
speaking for myself if I were in your place." 

Eggie was moved : "I have confessed it, thank 
God. How could I have lived in your midst other- 
wise? If I had had such an example at home, of 
piety, of mutual consideration one for another, all 
would have been different. What I know of our 
Holy Church I learnt among you." 

"That can't be true," Bertha exclaimed, "did 
you not attend the College at Weissberg?" 

"I'm not speaking of the college but of my par- 
ents' house. What the good fathers had planted 
within me was trodden under foot at home. How- 
ever, that is past, I have courage to look ahead 
and to begin all over again. It is my hope and 
purpose to redeem the past by my fidelity and 
fervor as a true Catholic in the future. But to 
achieve this I need a visible guardian angel who 
will stand by my side all my life." 

"Do you hear, Eggie? the bell at The Hall is 
ringing." 

It was the supper call. Thru the bushes they 
hastened homeward by the shortest way, probab- 
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ly unconscious that they were walking with 
hands joined. 

It was indeed true that Eggie von Grampus was 
cured radically in body and soul ever since the 
day he had been admitted into the family of the 
Public Administrator Algen. Ohly upon the 
special and most earnest pleading of Lilian's 
friend, the Lady Mayoress, was this privilege ac- 
corded him just one year ago. At first Eggie 
found it hard to accommodate himself to the new 
life. Little by little however, drawn, sustained 
and chastened by the manifold influences of that 
truly Christian family, by the example of strict 
orderliness, piety and goodness all around him, 
he became changed and at last thoroughly con- 
verted. What difficulties he experienced at first 
in complying with the regulations of the Admin- 
istrator, passed away or were softened down 
when he came to know and love his new home. 
He took to his Religion again, in the beginning 
as a mere formality but by and by from real con- 
viction and piety. Then, too, there was an added 
charm and influence in the beauty and innocence 
of Bertha, the youngest child of the family, which 
drew him mightily towards a good and honest 
life. Indeed the maiden without knowing it had 
come to exercise an immense influence over him. 
When the twain arrived at The Hall they met with 
a great surprise. Von Goldstern had arrived 
commissioned by Eggie's parents to see how he 
was getting along; the mother particularly was 
anxious to know. 
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"I fear him— did you see how he looked at me?" 
Bertha whispered to her mother in the kitchen. 

"Eggie, let us take a little walk," Goldstern 
suggested to the youth after supper; "I can't go 
to sleep as yet you'll grant, on such a beautiful 
summer night." On the road, the cynic lighting a 
cigarette, said to the younger : "Well then, my boy, 
I pity you in your banishment, but I see that you 
know how to console yourself." Saying which he 
looked at his friend with a vulgar, suggestive 
smile. 

Eggie felt the blood rushing to his head. 
"What do you mean to imply, Mr. Goldstern?" 
he asked. 

"You know as well as I, old boy," he answered, 
patting him familiarly on the shoulder. "On the 
one band, that attractive little butterfly, sweet 
Bertha, on the other, that poisonous toad, your- 
self, Eggie Grampus." 

"That will do, Goldstern !" the youth interrupt- 
ed imperatively, at the same time assuming an at- 
titude of defiamce which cowed the old sinner, — 
"enough, not another word. . .I'll permit no one 
to defile Bertha's name, no one, do you hear !" 

"Ah, I see, that is how matters stand!" Gold- 
stern rejoined in a calm voice ; "well then, let us 
drop the name of your saint and speak of some- 
thing else." 

Following this meeting with Goldstern, Eggie 
felt more than ever what before he had barely 
suspected, that his happiness was in the keeping 
of Bertha and that by all means he must try to 
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win her hand. Until now he had not dared to 
broach even a word beyond the conventional 
familiarity of a house friend and guest. Nor was 
he blind in regard to the difficulty of gaining the 
parents' consent. Bertha's father, who if he had 
chosen to do so, could have affixed the "von" to his 
name as a sign of nobility with a greater show of 
right than Eggie's parents, the Grampuses, was 
not a rich man ; but his daughter might neverthe- 
less boast of a dowry incomparably greater and 
more enduring than money and land, namely a 
cultured, disciplined, Christian heart. For the 
very reason that she was the favorite of the par- 
ents, Eggie had reason to fear, that they would 
think twice before entrusting her to him or any- 
one else. In order to gain the confidence of Mr. 
Algen, he resolved to continue another year or 
two if necessary in his service, to convince him 
by his life that he was truly a changed man. After 
that time he would venture to speak for the 
daughter's hand. If his wish were granted, he 
swore to himself that he would then live and 
work in a way obligatory upon a husband of so 
good and pious a maiden and that in his own 
home with her he would try in all things to copy 
the Christian life of the Family Algen. 

9. A Mother's Throw of Dice 
Von Goldstern had departed. What news he 

brought Eggie's parents will soon disclose itself. 
Administrator Algen was very much affected 

one day after reading a letter he had received. He 
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was uncommunicative and silent at table; to 
have time to reflect he took a long walk by himself 
thru the fields; it was a custom with him to do 
this whenever he wias disturbed in mind. After 
supper with a searching look at Eggie, he invit- 
ed him for a walk. When they were out in the 
field, the old gentleman drew a letter from his 
pocket. 

"My Lord von Grampus," he began, "I have 
something to tell you which makes me very sorry ; 
but my honor and self-respect compel me to 
speak. Your mother writes me that there is an 
understanding between you and my Bertha." 

An involuntary groan of indignation escaped 
Eggie's lips: "Dear Mr. Algen, I hope you do 
not believe — " 

"Please let me apeak first. Furthermore, your 
mother saysthat she is notsure whetherthe court- 
ing is honestly meant or whether it is merely a 
passing fancy of her newly converted son. Very 
affectionate on her 'part!" the old man remarked 
with a bitter laugh. — "It is clear that she wishes 
to inform me that never under any condition may 
Bertha, my daughter, embolden herself to aspire 
to the hand of the only son of the house of Gram- 
pus." 

Half-choked with maledictions upon his moth- 
er on account of what she had written, Eggie, 
pale as death from anger, made ready to reply. 
But Sir Algen continued: "This is not all. If 
your parents choose to interfere in the courtship 
of their son, that is their business and I have 
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nothing to object. But this letter goes beyond 
all limits. Your mother writes that she had en- 
trusted her son to us with full confidence in our 
principle and honor, never dreaming that we 
would belie this trust by artfully trying to enmesh 
her only son Eggie into a marriage which no 
doubt would brilliantly secure our daughter 
against social neglect and want but would be a 
misalliance on his part" 

The voice of the Administrator became husky 
and inaudible from irrepressible anger. Crum- 
bling up the letter he pushed it into his pocket. 
Then he stopped and looking Eggie full in the 
face, said: "Lord Grampus, you know now how 
matters stand. For me to answer this insult of 
your mother by even a line is out of the question. 

"But this you can tell her face to face: If I 
deserve no thanks for what my house has done 
for you, certainly I deserve no such ingratitude ; 
and secondly, if at any time Bertha has been in 
your mind, and even if she — but that is conjec- 
turing too far — what I mean is this : In view of 
what your mother has written I will never under 
any condition give my child to you. I beg you to 
tell this to your mother, and now just so that you 
leave within a week you can choose the day. By the 
time we return from this walk Bertha will have 
started on a journey." 

Notwithstanding all that Eggie, on the verge 
of despair, strove to allege in self-defense, he 
knew that his prospects were irretrievably ruin- 
ed by his own mother. On the very next day he 
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bid good-by to Algen Hall, where for the first 
time in his life he had found a home. He stop- 
ped at his stepsister's Lilian, and told her the 
whole story honestly. From there he wrote a let- 
ter to his mother in which with a bleeding heart 
he told her of the injury she had caused him and 
the Algen family. He concluded by saying that 
this outrage on the part of his mother had torn 
from his heart the last vestige of love and respect 
he had borne her until now. 

Lady Grampus simply smiled when she read 
this letter and calmly put it aside. She had ac- 
complished her purpose — why bother about the 
rest? The mother was concerned with other 
plans. Eggie was sound in body and in perfect 
health ; as soon as he could be freed from the vir- 
us of Religion with which he had been inoculated 
at Algen Hall, she, the "enlightened" mama, 
would find a partner according to her mind. She 
knew of such a one in Munich. Whether the 
woman in view would be acceptable to Eggie or 
not, made no difference at all. She meant to get 
her son immediately in her power and then to 
compel him to do as she dictated. 

Before long Eggie received a letter from his 
father begging him to return to Grampus Castle 
to take charge of the house and the estate be- 
cause he, the father, was sick. Eggie refused 
positively to go ; Lilian, however, kept after him 
to comply. "Keep in mind the Fourth Com- 
mandment/' she said, "and go !" 
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"Did mother regard this Commandment ?" he 
retorted; still Lilian gained her point. Accord- 
ingly, Eggie left for Grampus Castle— where he 
was to learn his fate. 

10. The Disclosure 

Another year had gone. The Family Algen in 
the Neckar valley was at supper; it was a beauti- 
ful evening in May. 

"I have interesting news/' the old gentleman 
said, taking a letter from his pocket; "Eggie von 
Grampus is engaged." 

Not a word was said in reply. It was the first 
time in a year that the Grampus name was spok- 
en within The Hall. The family looked at the fa- 
ther. "Eggie has written to me," he informed 
them ; "I am sorry for him, for, after all, he was 
better than his parents." 

"But why do you pity him?" Lady Algen in- 
quired; "an engagement is rather a matter for 
congratulation." 

"Not for him, and therefore he worte me." A 
suppressed sigh came from Berthas' lips and her 
eyes filled with tears ; the father gave her a pass- 
ing look and continued : "He says that the pur- 
port of his letter is to inform us at first hand how 
this came about. It had been his intention to 
live with his sister Lilian and never to marry. 
But his mother had stormed him time and again 
to yield to a party in Munich and many terrible 
scenes were the consequence; his mama had 
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faints and spells so that the doctors told him if 
he did not comply with her wish, she would go 
crazy. He therefore finally consented to become 
'simply* engaged to this lady who, tho very rich, 
was uncongenial to him in every way. The cere- 
mony of engagement will take place in Munich in 
a couple of days. He feels as a man condemned ; 
he fears that there is a curse upon him on ac- 
count of what he had done to Brother Bernard. 
'I hope/ he writes, the marriage will never take 
place ; I would rather die than see it come to pass. 
I obeyed solely to comply with the Fourth Com- 
mandment. Pray for me* . . 

No comments were make upon this sad letter and 
sooner than usual the family left the table. When 
the sun had sunk and twilight was stealing over 
the Neckar valley a maiden was kneeling in the 
chapel on yonder hill, weeping and praying be- 
fore the altar where, from among entwining 
branches and bouquets of the blooming fragrant 
elder, the statue of the Virgin Mother was look- 
ing sympathetically down upon her. It was Ber- 
tha. 

* * * 

A day after the engagement, accompanied by 
parents and friends, Eggie made an excursion to 
Starnberger Lake near Munich with his betroth- 
ed, a Protestant, daughter of a rich dealer in ir- 
religious and pornographic books and pictures. 
In the vicinity of Tutzing the party tarried and 
enjoyed themselves till late in the afternoon. The 
more morose and uncommunicative Eggie became, 
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the more boisterous and. overbearing did the 
mother show herself. To enliven the outing, 
dancing was started helped on by the music of a 
half-dozen village players; a crowd of children 
gathered round the gay Munich excursionists to 
look and listen, and especially, somewhat later, to 
watch them get into the boat for a sail around 
Starnberger Lake. 

Suddenly there was a scream from a child, fol- 
lowed by the loud whimpering of a woman, which 
threw the whole company into disorder. When 
getting ready to step into the boat, the children 
pressed rather closely upon Lady von Grampus; 
with a sideward kick she struck and tripped one 
of them so that it fell into the lake. The water 
at the landing being shallow the child was rescu- 
ed without difficulty. The mother of the child, 
however, and particularly the father who had 
hastened to the scene in the meantime, demanded 
loudly that the misdeed of the lady should be 
punished; others of the peasantry menacingly 
confronted the pleasure party, while some of the 
villagers went for the police. When the officers 
arrived and began looking into the accident, the 
guilty woman meaning to defy and cow them and 
the crowd, asked in a bold domineering way: 
"Do you know who I am? I am the Baroness 
Sieglinde von Grampus !" The father of the 
child upon hearing the name, stepped forth and 
fixing himself squarely before her and all her 
fine company, sized her up from head to foot. 
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"ARE you, indeed, the Baroness von Gram- 
pus? — ah ! well do I remember that name since the 
campaign of 1870. There was a von Grampus in 
our company — deny it if you can ! — Perhaps this 
Umberto Grampus was your son. Was he? if I 
may ask." 

"He was — what business is that of yours?" Eg- 
gie asked, speaking for his mother. 

"I was not speaking to you, Sir," the man re- 
plied, "but to the Madam who pushed my little 
girl into the water. However, you ask what 
business is that of mine? It concerns me a great 
deal, Sir!" All this was said in the full hearing 
of the whole crowd. 

"Now then, if you have something to tell, say 
it, or — " said Eggie with determination in his 
eye. 

"Indeed I can tell something, and I will, namely 
that Mother Grampus and her dead son were 
worthy of each other, and moreover, if the Ma- 
dam dares to push my child into the water again, 
I will do to her what was done to> him, the would- 
be officer, Lord Umberto von Grampus." 

"What are we to infer from your words?" Eg- 
gie inquired threatening the man. 

"If you are a brother of the lord, I am sorry, 
but it is not my fault; what is true is true; no 
doubt Fm telling you nothing new in stating that 
Umberto was shot for insubordination." 

An appalling silence ensued. Heartlessly the 
man continued : "You may not know that I was 
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present. — I and my comrade James from Sees- 
haupt who lives up there, guarded him after he 
was condemned, until the morning when he was 
shot — I saw it all, and I heard also what he said 
that last night about his mother. I can assure 
you he did not praise her. For a son, to take 
from his pocket the photograph of his own moth- 
er, tear it to pieces, spit upon it, scatter the parts 
over the floor and trample them under foot, and 
all the while dreadfully curse her, — for a son to 
act thus an hour before his execution — officially 
decreed — is a terrible indictment of that mother. 
This is all I want to tell you; now then, if you 
choose you can step into the boat." 

This scene in its entirety, for which they were 
indebted to Lady Grampus, blasted with the sud- 
denness of a lightning flash the gaiety and ser- 
enity of the party. The bride and her people show- 
ed themselves markedly cool and distant toward 
Eggie and his friends on returning to the city. 
The families parted politely and cordially enough, 
but it was evident from a certain restraint in the 
Munich family that they would immediately try to 
find out what truth there was in the statements of 
the fisherman of Starnberger Lake. Umberto's 
family learned the sad affair in all its details 
from the military records. A few days after- 
wards the engagement ring was returned to 
Grampus Castle accompanied by an explanatory 
letter from the Capital. Other documents follow- 
ed which convinced Eggie that the whole pitiable 
story about Umberto having become public, his 
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betrothal was at an end and that he was hence- 
forth barred admission into select society. 

In this way it happened that the darling pro- 
ject of the baroness came to naught. But more 
than the breaking of these ties did the recital of 
the last words and acts of Umberto, her son, dis- 
tress the mother. By and by her mind succumb- 
ed to the weight of guilt which she, thru her per- 
verseness, had brought upon herself and her 
children. She became listless, apathetic, melan- 
choly, till at last her reason was affected beyond 
the possibility of a cure. The family was oblig- 
ed to send her to an asylum. She was never to 
leave the place. The world had done with her. 

11. Battling for a Soul 

The demented baroness was still living when 
her husband was stricken with his last illness. As 
soon as the family doctor was aware of the bar- 
on's dangerous condition, he wrote to Eggie and 
Lilian ; he told them their father might die any 
time, and that at best he could not live over a 
month. Lilian's first word upon hearing the 
news was this: "May God help him to prepare 
himself; he has need of it more than others," up- 
on which Eggie remarked : "Then is Goldstern the 
last man who should be with him; he deceives 
father as to his danger and diverts his mind from 
Religion by his frivolous talk. Unfortunately he 
is the only one who associates with father since 
mamma's departure." 



Digitized by 



138 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



"Eggie," said Lilian, "we must hasten to fa- 
ther." 

"Do you go ahead, Lilian," he suggested, "you 
can do more with him alone than if the two 
of us were present. As soon as you say, I'll fol- 
low." 

The next day Lilian was at the bedside of her 
father. He was suffering very much and was a 
perfect wreck, broken in body and spirit. In a 
half -comatose condition she found him ; he barely 
recognized her; half -conscious as he was, he 
merely said : "Yes," to everything she asked or 
suggested. Occasionally, when a lucid interval 
would surprise him, he would have a fit of weep- 
ing. In this condition he had continued since his 
daughter's arrival, so that she had found no op- 
portunity of conversing with him. To add to her 
distress, Goldstern attended her father and never 
left his side day or night excepting for short in- 
tervals, claiming that as his only and most 
intimate friend it was his duty to stand him by. 
Lilian could do nothing for her father even during 
the periods of Goldstern's absence because then 
she always found him spent and sleepy. This had 
been going on for five days and her patience was 
about gone. Finally it occurred to her that there 
might be some connection between Goldstein's 
intervals of absence and her father's spells of ex- 
haustion; sure enough, she noticed that the fel- 
low each time before leaving would offer the bar- 
on a glass of champagne into which he had pour- 
ed some kind of medicine. This day he did the 
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same. Quickly the daughter stepped up to Gold- 
stein, took the glass from him and said : "My fa- 
ther will know how to thank you for your ser- 
vices; but you have done enough and in future 
I will look after him." 

"If you, Gracious Lady, hand him the bracing 
drink it will please the baron all the more," he 
replied most politely ; "however, I beg you care- 
fully to observe the orders of the doctor to hand 
him the medicine at regular times." 

"I am afraid," Lilian answered, "that drench- 
ing him with wine will do him no good ; it keeps 
him in a continuous stupor." 

"That's exactly what the doctor wants," the 
man remarked; "therefore he ordered an opiate 
to be added to the wine." 

"Is it possible!" she whispered without know- 
ing. 

"Yes, indeed, Gracious Lady, and I am respon- 
sible to the doctor that his orders be fulfilled," 
Goldstern added; then, with a "Please!" he reach- 
ed for the glass. 

Lilian stepped back, and without giving it up, 
said : "It seems most unreasonable to keep papa 
in an artificial sleep ; it is terrible ; he is in need 

of lucid hours no, no, papa must be brought 

to, I must speak to him ; I have important things 
to tell him!" 

Lilian was extremely troubled and frightened. 
With a cool sarcastic leer Goldstern rejoined: 
"Your father, Gracious Lady, needs rest and re- 
freshing slumber a great deal more than lucid 
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hours and the excitement which you would 
cause him during them." 

Lilian straightened up with indignation. 

"Sir von Goldstern, I beg you not to forget that 
I am the baron's daughter." 

"It is not my intention, lady, to put myself be- 
tween you and your father, but I have been strict- 
ly enjoined to allow no one to excite him." 

"You mean to imply that in your absence there 
is danger that I will harm papa by my talk. I do 
not wish to argue that with you at all. I know 
what I am about ; I desire to bring peace to pa- 
pa's soul — a matter about which you know noth- 
ing, Mr. Goldstern." 

"I understand enough of the matter," he re- 
torted, "to surmise that in your solicitude you 
wish to prepare him for the visit of a 'parson'." 

"Sir, stop, remember you are in our house!" 

"Well then, let me correct myself and say, a 
priest;" he hissed the word "priest," as Free- 
masons are wont to do, that is with supreme con- 
tempt. 

"And supposing that is my purpose?" she re- 
plied thoroughly exasperated; "papa is a Cath- 
olic, we are all Catholics ; upon what grounds, 
then, do you sneer that a priest will be brought 
to his side to enable him to comply with his Re- 
ligious duties?" 

"Gracious Lady, you may spare me your 
eloquence bearing upon these beautiful things; I 
am concerned simply with a duty of friendship 
which I am determined to fulfil, as I promised 
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your father." He spoke these words with such 
emphasis that Lilian was convinced the repro- 
bate would do all in his power to hold her father 
enslaved. 

"Therefore, your sole reason for being here is 
simply this : you wish my poor father to die and 
to appear before God unshriven and without the 
benefits of the Holy Sacraments?" Her eyes 
sparkled and Lilian trembled with indignation. 
"Von Goldstern, do you know whose work you 
are doing, whose slave you are?" 

"Words, idle words!" he chuckled contemp- 
tuously, turning to the sick man. 

"Not mine but yours are idle, empty phrases 
when you speak of 'exciting the sick' and of 'the 
duties of friendship;' you dare to stand in his 
way so that peace and salvation and the grace of 
God may not come to his soul. You drug him with 
opiates that he may not feel the remorse of con- 
science nor heed the anguished cries of his soul 
in the last and most precious hours of his life; 
you wish to rob him of happiness for all eternity; 
you wish to be a witness of his unhappy death. 
You dare to do all this and still be brazen-faced 
enough to call yourself papa's friend! Sir von 
Goldstern, I thought I knew you, but not till this 
hour did I gauge you thorougly! And now — I beg 
you to leave ; I am the daughter of the baron and 
his representative ini this house — pray do not tar- 
ry a moment longer." 

She pointed to the door. 



Digitized by Google 



142 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



Goldstern got up, made a deep ceremonious 
bow to Lilian and said : "Your rights in the house 
of my friend, your father, I duly respect— but 
my place at his sickbed I will hold whether you 
like it or not." 

Thereupon he drew from his breast-pocket a 
folded paper: "Here, Gracious Lady, is my 
authority for the right I assert, signed and sealed 
by your papa himself. If you doubt the truth of 
what I say, I'll permit the document to be open- 
ed and read for you, providing it be done by a 
Notary Public. Then you will hear that your fa- 
ther begs me to attend him in his last sickness 
and not to leave him till he has expired ; that 
neither wife nor children must interfere with me. 
He is especially insistent that I keep from him 
all clerical persons and all religious talk and cere- 
monies. Under no condition must a priest be ad- 
mitted to his room; this as head of the family he 
strictly enjoins upon his relatives. He declares 
solemnly that he wishes to die untrammeled by 
any Church law or ecclesiastical ordinance. How- 
ever, if it should happen that advantage be taken 
of him when in a state of physical and mental ex- 
haustion, to admit a priest to his bedisde, he now 
protests against it and declares null any seeming 
consent on his part, wrung from him, to any and 
all kinds of Church ministrations. To me he has 
confided in writing this wish of his, begging me 
to see that it is respected and observed. Now 
then, Gracious Lady," Goldstern very deliberately 
concluded, "you know that I'm doing and claim- 
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ing nothing but what your father wishes and 
commands, and I hope from what I have told you 
that you are now satisfied and will not oppose me 
in my duty." 

Lilian listened to the terrible words of Gold- 
stern as if paralyzed. Slowly she raised her head 
and then suddenly she uttered with a loud voice 
in that death-like chamber the one word: "Sa- 
tan r 

Instantly she fell on her knees at the side of the 
bed and with her arms around her father she be- 
gan to pray aloud: "Come, Holy Ghost! fill the 
heart of my poor father with the light of Thy 
Holy Spirit; 'bend the stubborn heart and will, 
melt the frozen, warm the chill,' 0 Jesus! be 
mindful of Thy death on Golgotha and let not Thy 
most Holy Blood for him have been shed in vain, 
for him who was rather weak than wicked, who 
had no one to help him upward ! Mary, Mother of 
God, Consolation of the Afflicted, Refuge of Sin- 
ners, pray for my poor father now and at the 
hour of his death. Help me to win the battle for 
his soul! All the Powers of Darkness yield to 
thee, most pure, most holy. Be a mother unto 
him and take him under thy powerful protection ! 
All ye holy angels of God, assist my poor father in 
his last struggle and be a wall of protection to him 
against the enemies of his soul !" 

At the close of this agonizing prayer the sick 
man opened his eyes and recognized his child at 
his side. "Lilian !" he whispered while he was 
groping for her hand to clasp it. 
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With an exclamation of hatred Goldstern 
caught hold of the tremulous hand of the sick man. 

Lilian screamed with all her might, her hands 
uplifted : "O God, in Thy infinite mercy tell me 
what to do!" 

She thought of Father Bernard. Quick as 
lightning she rushed out of the room to telegraph 
Eggie to send for the Religious. Just then the 
doctor came in. He assured her the baron would 
live eight or ten days more at least. This calmed 
her ; more time meant more hope. A message was 
sent to Eggie. In the meantime she stormed 
heaven with fervent prayers and vows, pleading 
with God that He would, that He must save her 
father. 

Goldstern looked the picture of an incarnate 
devil as he was watching the sick man with his 
cold calculating eye; or of a serpent hypnotiz- 
ing its victim before restroying it. She however, 
was sure of victory. Who on earth could pre- 
vent it? 

12. The Battle Is Won 
Eggie was summoned by telegram to come im- 
mediately and at the same time he was told to 
despatch for Father Bernard; Lilian hoped that 
the presence of the priest would put a stop to the 
nefarious intermeddling of Goldstern and drive 
him away. Eggie received a favorable answer 
to his call of distress; Father Bernard would 
come, the Superior wrote, as soon as possible to 
assist his dying father. But in the meantime 
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what was Eggie, the uncle, to do with Ella, the 
twelve-year-old daughter of Lilian? Ever since 
her father's awful death she was on the decline. 
To take the nervous child with him to Castle 
Grampus was therefore impossible; to leave it 
alone at Castle Scharhold was equally out of the 
question. There was indeed one way out of the 
dilemma but it was a difficult one. He might en- 
trust the girl for awhile to the Algen family living 
in the valley of the Neckar; she had been there 
before on a visit ; he knew that she would be best 
secured among his former friends. 

After the impertinent and insulting letter of 
his mother to the head of Algen Hall, on account 
of which he was forced to leave the place, Eggie 
might well question the propriety of now asking 
them, if they would kindly harbor Ella, his niece, 
for a week or two. But what else could he do? 

Fortunately, at this very time he received a 
letter from Sir Algen himself. The letter con- 
tained astonishing news; namely, that Bertha, 
his daughter, who had just returned from beyond 
the Alps where she had spent some time for her 
health, while attending a mission in the neighbor- 
hood where she staid, heard one of the fathers 
tell the story of a conversion which in its circum- 
stances reminded her vividly of the sudden death 
of Lord von Scharhold but it gave the catastrophe 
a different setting from the accepted one. 

Bertha met one of the missionaries afterward, 
he was a Jesuit lately returned from America, 
who told her that he himself had been a witness 
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of the conversion in question. Hearing this she 
earnestly besought him to visit Scharhold Castle 
in order to tell what he knew about the affair to 
Eggie and Lilian; he promised to do so. The let- 
ter closed most cordially. Altho it was impos- 
sible to guess what those new details might be in 
reference to Lord von Scharhold's tragic death, 
Eggie regarded the statement as important; he 
thanked Sir Algen for his letter and at the same 
time took the oportunity to ask would he hindly 
invite his niece for a while to his house. 

The very next day Bertha and her mother were 
at Scharhold to take Ella with them. Madam Al- 
gen availed herself of the occasion to express to 
Eggie the regrets of her husband for having dealt 
with him perhaps overseverely at the time of, and 
in relation to, his mother's letter ; he surely meant 
in no way to reflect on the son. Just then Father 
Bernard and another Religious arrived. 

"He is the very one who related that story/' 
Bertha^ said as soon as she saw him. The fathers 
looked sympathetically on little Ella, whose face 
despite its sweetness and innocence was marked 
with gravity and sadness, for the thought had 
ever haunted her that in a way she had been 
guilty of her father's death. Therefore when 
she knelt down to ask the blessing of Father Ber- 
nard, he raised his hand and prayed most fer- 
vently for her. 

As soon as Ella and the Algens had gone, Eg- 
gie and the Religious started for Castle Grampus. 
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Lilian in the meantime had never ceased 
watching by her father, encouraging him with 
holy sayings and speaking to him of Religion, so 
that in spite of the interference of Goldstern, she 
had brought him to acknowledge the wrong he 
had done the Religious Orders and to promise 
if he had the chance to ask their pardon. 

Finally Goldstern could endure no more. He 
sprang to his feet and like a madman raved : 
"Lady, that will do, my patience is at an end. You 
will leave this room; if you refuse to go, I will 
make use of the authority with which your fa- 
ther has invested me." 

"The God in heaven Who has begun this work 
will also finish it!" she replied fearlessly. "My 
place is by the side of my father; but you, the 
emissary of hell, have no right in this house." 

The wretch pressed upon her in order to force 
her from the room. It was well the dying man 
did not see what was going on. 

"Step back, Satan!" Lilian cried. "Holy An- 
gel Guardian, holy Mother of God, help !" 

"Back, devil !" a man's voice was heard simul- 
taneously — Goldstern looked around and retreat- 
ed. At the door he saw Father Bernard, anoth- 
er priest, and Eggie. His doom was written in 
their faces. He drew forth his document and 
dangled it in their faces: "My authority!" he 
screamed with a husky voice. 

"Stop your trifling and come out here to the 
vestibule, we have something to tell you," Eggie, 
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who was backed by a couple of strong servants, 
commanded. 

Goldstern left the room haughtily. 

"Hand over that document from my father 
right away!" Eggie insisted. 

'Til do nothing of the kind/' the fellow inso- 
lently replied. 

"Well then, let me first of all tell you a little 
story," one of the fathers intervened: "Do you 
remember the time we Jesuits were expelled 
from Germany and how a certain fellow mocked 
us on that day with a God speed? And can you 
recall the answer one of the Religious gave: 
'Who knows but God has a special purpose in 
view in permitting our expulsion'? We know His 
purpose now, Von Goldstern. Had I not gone 
to America, never would a certain terrible crime 
committed in our land, have come to light. In one 
of the many suburbs of New York, a dying wo- 
man tortured by remorse of conscience, after 
having confessed her crime to a Religious, after- 
wards before a Notary Public, swore to the truth 
of an avowal which she voluntarily made and 
which was taken down in writing before witnes- 
ses. She said that in the year 187 she was 

maidservant in Castle Scharhold in Swabia, 
specially charged to look after the welfare of the 
only child, an infant daughter of the noble couple. 
While in this employ she was in secret communi- 
cation with a Sir von Goldstern whom she had 
previously known. The outcome of it all was this : 
After much flattery and bribery she promised 
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that on a certain day agreed upon she would with 
a sudden call divert the attention of the child 
from her father, exactly at the moment when he 
would be seen rounding at full speed the turn in 
the road. It was also agreed that Mr. Goldstern 
hiding behind the bushes would then snatch the 
large red rubber ball from the distracted child 
and quick as lightning hurl it in the way of the 
onrushing horse. She gave the call, he seized 
and threw the ball; the horse shied and Lord 
Scharhold was thrown and broke his neck. The 
murderer disappeared in the woods. The brunt 
of the responsibility for the horrible accident 
had been borne by the daughter ever since and the 
recollection of it rests like a mountain upon her 
and her mother. She also stated that she had been 
defrauded of the gold promised her as an accom- 
plice, that she had been sent to America and al- 
lowed to shift for herself ; that she became poor, 
sick and penniless; that her misery brought her 
to her senses and to repentance. I have the docu- 
ment in my possession. We know now who the 
murderer of Baron von Scharhold is; Goldstern, 
you stand convicted." 

The exposed criminal was pale as a ghost and 
trembling all over. 

"Now then, will you give up to me," Eggie 
again asked, "my father's paper?" 

"Murderer — you then — were the devilish as- 
sassin!" Lilian cried out, ready to attack him; 
but she fainted away. 
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During the excitement incident upon bringing 
her to, the criminal slunk from the room. A 
couple of hours later he was seated in the Orient- 
al Express on his way to Asia. He was never 
seen again in his old haunts. Some unknown 
friends sent him money occasionally and also 
sold out his possessions. 

When the demon-friend had gone, it was a mat- 
ter comparatively easy to prepare the old baron 
for a Christian death. He died contrite in the 
arms of Lilian and Father Bernard. 

How great the renewed happiness with which 
the mother pressed Ella, who had come up for her 
grandfather's funeral, to her bosom; how bound- 
less the joy of the child in view of the disclosures 
that relieved her of all blame, may be better im- 
agined than described. 

Within the same year Lilian made a trip to the 
valley of the Neckar in behalf of her brother Eg- 
gie. Her mission was successful, for soon after 
Eggie and Bertha were betrothed; the wedding 
took place in the little chapel on the hill of the 
Algen estate. The newly married couple took up 
their abode in Grampus Castle. They brought 
back to its halls again a Catholic regime and thus 
made the house a blessing to themselves and to 
their neighbors. 
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Of a Cowl Only 

A Story 



// the following story, which in its essential de- 
tails rests upon documentary evidence, is to serve 
any good purpose in our day, let it be to empha- 
size the fact that the incredible sectarian bitterness 
which followed in the wake of the Revolution in 
the XVI Century, has at the present time, barring 
some ignoble exceptions, disappeared to a great 
extent, thank God. — Note of the Translator. 

It was on a sultry evening in the month of June 
of the year 1607. After an uncommonly hot day, 
an immense dark spectral bank of clouds with a 
pale-yellow fringe was seen rising beyond the 
plain upon which stood Donauworth, at that time 
an imperial city. Frightened at the threatening 
aspect of the heavens, the swallows flew skirting 
the ground and the barnyard fowls sought the 
protection of sheltered roosts. 

In the tavern "At the Anchor" stormy weather 
was likewise brewing — at least the innkeeper's 
young daughter, Crescentia, found it so. Off 
from the general barroom, in a quiet recess, she 
was obliged to entertain the honorable, virtuous 
Jeremiah Nathaniel Schnepperich, preacher and 
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third assistant at St. John's Church. They had 
been engaged a week ago; how this came about 
and what it meant she hardly knew. In spite of 
whatever magnetism the girl possessed to draw 
so distinguished a groom, it is certain the taver- 
ner's plethoric money-^pouch attracted him still 
more. Crescentia was aware that her father felt 
proud of the prospect of having a preacher for 
his son-in-law ; she knew that sooner or later she 
would have to submit to the marriage yoke will- 
ing or unwilling, and since to her mind there was 
little difference between one man and another, 
therefore without arguing or planning otherwise, 
she consented to her clerical suitor in as far as 
she did not say "no." But to imagine that she 
found any special pleasure in the company of the 
venerable Jeremiah Nathaniel Schnepperich 
would be outside the truth. On the contrary, she 
always felt ill at ease during his visits, loathed 
his stiff and formal bearing, his endless tirades 
against the "devil-work of the Popes," and his 
droning talk about the Evangelical League fight- 
ing the papistical Emperor; but most of all she 
hated the catechetical manner in which he con- 
versed with her, as if she were only a child. How 
happy, therefore, she always felt when his de- 
pressing visits were over ! 

On this particular day the preacher was out of 
sorts more than ever. His session had already 
exceeded two hours ; he was sipping his fifth glass 
of wine, and all the while sharper and more bit- 
ter waxed his excoriation of the papistical nui- 
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sance still existing in Donauworth which he said 
was sorely trying the patience of God and man. 

"Sir, there are very few Catholics in the city/' 
Crescenz remarked, and then with a mischie- 
vous twinkle she added : "Surely a whole town- 
ful of Evangelicals have no reason to fear a 
couple of monks in Holy Cross Abbey and a doz- 
en or so of poor people in its vicinity who hold 
to the old faith." 

"Don't say Catholic, say papist, heretic, Ro- 
man, pagan or Turkish!" the Rev. Jeremiah 
Schnepperich roared, with an angry face red as 
a cock's comb. He was stopped from saying 
more by a bevy of girls shouting: "She's out of 
her head ! She's out of her head !" 

Crescenz, frightened, got up; that very mo- 
ment the door flew open and a woman with di- 
sheveled hair and clothes disarranged rushed in 
and flew to the side of the maid, clinging to her 
and weeping bitterly. "Good mother, don't be 
afraid," Crescenz spoke soothingly, "no one will 
hurt you." 

With a scared look the distracted woman point- 
ed at the Rev. Jeremiah Schnepperich : "He — he 
here; what does he want?" she anxiously in- 
quired. "Tell him to go: I wish to have peace." 

The red face of the preacher became reddf r stili 
upon hearing this uncomplimentary allusion co 
himself. 

"My poor mother has always suffered from a 
pressure of blood, the doctor told me," said Cres- 
cenz, patting the hand of her afflicted parent. 
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"Come, good mother, let's go upstairs." 

"Yes, let's go up," she assented, "but he must 
leave the house — he's the devil!" She lifted up her 
hands as if trying to shield herself from the 
preacher. 

"Deluded one of Satan — get out of here !" the 
highly incensed Jeremiah exclaimed ; "obsession — 
circumsession — " 

A blinding flash of lightning lit up the room 
and the rain began to fall ; not even the loud roll- 
ing of the subsequent thunder, however, could 
outdo the clamor of voices on the outside coming 
nearer and nearer. 

A mad turbulent crowd was surging up the 
street. Curses and maledictions were heard, 
and men were seen with clubs and clenched fists 
threatening two seeming culprits who were try- 
ing to push thru and escape the throng. From 
the open doors and windows along the way peo- 
ple looked out jeering and denouncing the unfor- 
tunates, who in spite of themselves were borne 
onward by the ever increasing mob. 

"Kill them!" a shrill voice cried. "Throw 
them into the Danube!" "Accursed idolatrous 
papists ! — Cowled miscreants ! — Poisoners ! — Sod- 
omites ! — Jesuits ! — " such were the epithets hurl- 
ed at them from every direction. Then a fellow 
with a loud voice began haranguing the people : 

"Rid the town of the papistical vermin! Drive 
out the partisans of Cora! Expel the devil and his 
satellites from the community of Saints; sweep 
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clean the threshing-floor, says the Lord. Arise, 
ye people of God ! Cleanse the city and compel all 
unbelievers and dogs to depart!" It was a preach- 
er who spoke thus — the second assistant and col- 
league of the Rev. Jeremiah Schnepperich at St. 
John's Church — from an upper window of the 
parsonage and the crowd vociferated its ap- 
plause. Men and women were coming from 
everywhere to see what the trouble was about. 

The cause of it all were two pale, poor Capu- 
chins who were hurrying as fast as they could to 
escape the infuriated rabble. One of the two 
Religious was a lithe, tall man of distinguished 
appearance and dark-complected like a Souther- 
ner ; he wore a full beard, long hair and had a 
noble, intelligent face. He walked fast looking 
neither to the right nor left. But the effort was 
becoming more and more painful to him, not only 
on account of the press of the people who were 
continually obstructing the road, of the drink- 
sodden zealots who were impeding his way with 
shoves and knocks and attempts to trip him up, 
but; also because he was really tired to death ; his 
brown habit was white with dust, his unshod 
feet were swollen and bleeding in consequence of 
the long forced march and the attendant mis- 
treatment. Taxing his strength to the full, the 
poor emaciated Religious leaning heavily upon 
his staff, tried desperately to keep up. Not a 
sign of ill-will, no emotion of impatience how- 
ever, was visible on his countenance, but neither, 
on the other hand, a trace of fear or cowardice. 
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Every now and then he spoke a cheering word 
in Latin to his companion. There was a flash of 
lightning, an instant thunder-clap which made 
the windows rattle, and then as if the very flood- 
gates of heaven had opened the shower came 
down. The crowd was thrown into confusion 
and rushed into the Anchor Inn, which was near- 
by; in the whirl the two Religious were separated 
from each other. 

"Father Laurentius !" a timorous voice in the 
distance cried ; "Father Laurentius !" It was his 
associate, his brother Capuchin, suddenly torn 
from his companion, who called. 

"Please, good people, let me go my way," Fa- 
ther Laurentius requested loudly and emphatical- 
ly, bracing himself against the masses who were 
pushing him into the tavern. 

They laughed in his face. 

Again his companion, far away now, called. 
Thereupon Father Laurentius spoke in a man- 
ner to command a hearing: "I hold a passport 
from his Majesty the Emperor and therefore 
beg that you let me proceed on my journey." 

"What do we care about his Majesty the Em- 
peror?" a shrill voice proclaimed; "that papist is 
not our lord ! Move on, we wont allow brickbats 
to rain upon us just on account of a miserable pa- 
pist monk!" As a matter of fact, the howling 
storm was scattering shingles far and wide and 
tearing bricks from the chimneys. So it happen- 
ed that without more ado Father Laurentius found 
himself in the tavern surrounded by a hundred 
ribald fellows. 
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At the time a dozen or so soldiers were drink- 
ing in the inn; they were hirelings who served 
anywhere for pay; the free city of Donauworth 
had engaged them for the present. 

"Here, taverner, is a bird for your cage!" a 
couple of voices hailed the innkeeper; "bring 
some light that we can look at him. It is a 
strange night-owl !" 

The landlord of the inn, Crescenz and Jeremiah 
Nathaniel Schnepperich came out of the 
little wine-room. When the candles were 
brought and lighted, the Religious had a , 
good look for the first time at his persecutors and 
saw that they were all more or less drunk. The 
historical records of those days of bitter partisan- 
ship and persecution relate scenes of ruffianism 
and bestiality among the people almost incred- 
ible. Drinking and gambling, quarrelsomeness 
and debauchery were the order of the day; the 
night was desecrated with brawls, robberies and 
murders; — and all this with the sanction of the 
"pious, Evangelical League." 

With infinite pity the chaste eyes of the grave 
monk beheld the low repellent company around 
him. 

The taverner and his son-in-law to be, elbowed 
their way thru the crush and stood face to face 
with him. The eyes of the preacher sparkled and 
distended with hatred. Full of pride, pointing to 
the Capuchin he asked : "You cowled monster, # 
tell me, the servant of the pure Gospel, who are 
you?" 
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Without looking at him, the Religious answer- 
ed : "I am an unworthy son of St. Francis of As- 
sisi and hold a passport from his Majesty the 
Emperor. I am detained here unlawfully; I beg 
you to let me go in peace." 

Not a sound was heard during the monk's re- 
ply; thoroughly spent and worn, he was leaning 
on his staff, surrounded by a half -circle of star- 
ing, silent ruffians. And a pitiable sight he was. 
His habit was soiled and torn; his capuche was 
hanging half -suspended over his shoulder; his 
face and dress were mud-bespattered. 

The preacher, however, had no pity to spare. 
Looking first at his motley audience, then at the 
monk, he screamed furiously at the top of his 
voice : "Unworthy indeed, you are, unworthy to 
walk the ground that bears you up, unworthy to 
tarry in this god-fearing city into which you have 
stolen with devilish cunning, unworthy of the 
Saints in whose midst you stand. You are a son 
not of St. Francis but of Delila, a son of Rachel, 
a son of Jezabel, a son of perdition, a son of hell ! 
You carry under your accursed cowl, hail, light- 
ning, storms, which you bring into and unloose 
upon our pious city to destroy it. God has at last 
put you into our power. . ." 

His furious tirade was suddenly brought to an 
end. He stood speechless gaping. Crescenz, 
the young daughter of the landlord had wedged 
her way to the inner circle unnoticed. Modestly 
and politely she approached the Religious and of- 
fered him a glass of wine. "Poor man," she said, 
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"I see you can hardly stand, you must have come 
a far ways; come, refresh yourself. . 

"Good child, may God reward you and bless 
your house a thousand times for your kindness to 
me," spoke the Capuchin deeply moved. 

He then took the glass, but before drinking he 
asked with a troubled mien : "What has become 
of my companion?" 

No one answered. 

He took a swallow of the wine. "Ten hours," 
he remarked, "I have now been afoot; the day 
was hot." 

"And all these ten hours you've had nothing 
to eat or drink?" Crescenz inquired. 

The monk shook his head lightly. "We did not 
mind it much — caritas urget; whom the love of 
God urges forward his wants are few. If only 
these people would let me go so that I might reach 
Holy Cross Abbey, my journey would be at an 
end." 

The preacher could not restrain himself any 
longer. He cut short the dialogue between the 
monk and Crescentia by angrily snatching the 
wine-jug from her hand. Quickly he posed for 
a new speech and was just ready to mouth other 
denouncements against the Religious when he 
was again abruptly stopped. Pushing thru the 
packed room the crazy mother of Crescenz ap- 
peared upon the scene. With little ceremony she 
edged her way to where the father stood and with 
her hair loosed and untidy as she was, she stared 
at him with an anguished face that was lighted 
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by a pair of eyes gleaming with insanity. Not 
a person moved or spoke excepting she. 

"How patiently he stands there," she solilo- 
quized; "how calm he is, how beautiful, how 
pious. . .like the real Ecce Homo, like our Bless- 
ed Savior. . ." 

Mad with hatred, the preacher growled like a 
bear. 

The woman had hardly finished her observa- 
tions when she knelt down before the friar and 
with uplifted hands besought him to pray for 
and cure her. 

"Idolatry, blasphemy, devil-worship, witch- 
craft!" bawled out the Rev. Jeremiah till his 
voice broke from overexertion. "God bids me to 
intervene!" Upon saying which he dashed the 
jug to the floor and then struck the sick woman 
a blow in the face. 

A double scream was heard from the mother 
and daughter. The poor woman lay prone on the 
floor; beside and tenderly embracing her knelt 
the daughter. 

"Who told you and how dare you to strike my 
wife?" the innkeeper asked the preacher. 

"And how dare you spill wantonly a full jug 
of Tauber wine as if it were water and not the 
gift of God?" a soldier remonstrated with angry 
face at this senseless waste. 

"Did not Moses in holy anger break the Tables 
of the Law?" the Rev. Schnepperich asked. 

"Yes, but not a wine-jug!" the other soldiers 
replied. "You have dishonored a gift of God!" 
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"The Spirit moved me to do so in protest!" the 
preacher yelled. "As a protest against the wor- 
ship of Baal and of Satan. This woman here is 
bewitched, possessed, not by one but by a legion 
of devils ! She it was who called me Satan and 
bid me, a servant of the pure Gospel, to leave the 
house as if I were a scamp." 

"Fools and children always tell the truth," a 
crowd of farm laborers at a near-by table ex- 
claimed. — 

"And then, she has prayed to this cowled ver- 
min as if he were a Saint of God. The devil 
acted thru her." 

"Why, then, if you are a man of God, don't 
you expel the devil?" a fellow cried out. "It 
would be small service enough to the family you 
so often visit and which you wish soon to enter 
as a son-in-law!" 

"Out of your mouth two legions of devils are 
talking!" the preacher retorted; "you deserve to 
have two jugs smashed on your head, you athe- 
ist and def amer of the Saints !" 

In the meantime the Capuchin had assisted 
Crescenz in lifting up the mother; he said a few 
consoling and quieting words to the poor woman 
that caused her to look at him trustfully as a 
child at its father. She permitted herself to be 
slowly led out of the room, but at every few steps 
she turned round and begged: "Thou saintly 
man, help me, help me!" 

"I will pray for you, good woman," the Reli- 
gious answered. 
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It dawned upon the Rev. Jeremiah that his 
part in this last scene was by no means creditable 
to him. Therefore he thought it well to pipe a 
different tune. He noticed that the Religious 
with kind words sought to touch the better na- 
ture of his rough neighbors in again beseeching 
them to let him go and that his kind plea was not 
wholly without effect. The men having some- 
what sobered up were inclined to yield to his re- 
quest. Thereupon Schnepperich opened up fu- 
riously on the Capuchin : "Who is to blame," he 
screamed, "for all this trouble and disorder? Who 
is to blame for the wine that was spilt and the 
jug that was smashed? Whose fault is it that I 
fell out with my betrothed and that my father-in- 
law found it necessary to reprimand me? Who 
conjured up all this evil? Who brought upon the 
city this terrible storm and hail and lightning? 
No one but this infectious papist, this intruding 
monk !" 

The ignorant auditors were at first dumfound- 
ed, but by and by, baited by the rant of the fanat- 
ic they began to mutter: "It is so, it is so in- 
deed!" 

"Why did he come here at all, this emissary of 
Satan?" the preacher continued; "in order to em- 
broil us in quarrels and fights! You, Evangeli- 
cals, have you forgotten the procession of monks 
on St. Mark's day and have you forgotten your 
rights and liberty as Evangelicals? He has come 
here simply to regale us with endless processions 
of papists thru our city ; with the blare of their 
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hymns and the fragrance of their idolatrous in- 
cense — not fragrant at all but an abomination to 
the eye and a stench to the nostrils of the Lord — he 
wishes to make papists of us with the help of the 
cowls of Holy Cross. Will you permit this, you 
Evangelicals, you of the free city of Donau- 
worth?" 

The preacher had touched the sore spot of the 
audience. All rogational and penitential proces- 
sions, and the rights and privileges of the 
Benedictines of Holy Cross, were a thorn in the 
eyes of Protestants, which more than once, but es- 
pecially during the past year, had given rise to 
riotous excesses against the Catholics and their 
Religion. 

The Catholics having appealed to the Emperor, 
the city was strictly prohibited from interfering 
with the public processions. 

"Away with the processions, down with the in- 
ventions, the devices of the devil," the crowd 
yelled when the decree was read, "yea, we'll not 
suffer it even if the Emperor marches in the 
ranks !" 

"Yes, and if Christ Himself walked in the pro- 
cession, we would stone the participants all the 
same!" the preacher Schnepperich added. This 
last expression and the others above are taken 
almost verbatim from comtemporary records. 
Having terrified his listeners with this shocking 
statement, he went on: "Where there is ques- 
tion of the honor of God and the simple Gospel, no 
half measures must be tolerated. If necessary, 
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I myself will lead you to battle and to victory, 1 
will be the first in the ranks, and I assure you 
no bullet will hit or injure me ; because the Psalm- 
ist says: 'Thou shalt walk upon the asp and 
the basilisk; a thousand shall fall at thy side and 
ten thousand at thy right hand ; but it shall not 
come nigh thee/ I fear neither the Emperor nor 
the Pope nor all the mighty ones of the earth be- 
cause God is with me against superstition, papist- 
ry and idolatry. The armor that will ever be 
yours, thou pious Evangelical city of Donauworth, 
is your Evangelical faith ! This faith is our sup- 
port; in its defense we will shed our last drop of 
blood. Let our arch-enemy come, the kingdom 
belongs to us!" 

The Rev. Jeremiah Schnepperich gave a 
great speech, so at least the rabble thought ; they 
were just about to lift and strike their mugs in 
applause, when a disturbance at the door dis- 
tracted them. 

A powerful warrior and a soldier of fortune 
like the mercenaries at the table, appeared at the 
door and with him a second Capuchin ; they step- 
ped in. 

"Father Laurentius !" the newcomer greeted 
his companion. "Thanks be to God, Father 
Franciscus, that we are together again." 

"It is well so," the preacher remarked, "we 
can now hang both of them with the same rope." 

"There will be no hanging!" the soldier of for- 
tune thundered with his powerful voice, facing 
the Rev. Jeremiah. "There's something more 
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sensible to be spoken here henceforth than has 
been ranted until now. Comrades in arms, up, 
all of you; it is our turn now!" 

There was no gainsaying a voice so firm and 
authoritative; the free-lancers, who until then 
had been entertaining themselves at a table in the 
rear, with very little concern about what was 
happening elsewhere in the room, got up at once 
one and all. In a minute they had forced them- 
selves thru the crowd and now, about a dozen 
strong, surrounded their sergeant. With aston- 
ishment the guests, and especially the innkeeper 
and his daughter, watched the new scene. 

The warrior turned to his comrades in arms. 
"I am George Francis von Horb on the Neckar; 
you know me and are aware that two years ago I 
fought the Turks at Stuhlweissenburg." 

"The Turks are a hundred times better Chris- 
tians than the papists, the Romish idolaters!" 
Schnepperich interrupted. He was enraged that 
any one else should dare to speak besides himself. 

"Preacher, let me remark with due respect to 
your profession," the soldier replied, "that you 
talk more like a fool than a Christian. However, 
that doesn't concern me; I wish to tell how I 
came here. Yonder at the market-place I met 
Father Franciscus. I know him well because we 
are countrymen from the valley of the Neckar in 
Swabia. My home is Horb, he comes from Sulz, 
and is a son of the respected Johannes Valz who 
was by trade a ropemaker." 
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"You lie," the Rev. Jeremiah again interrupted, 
"Sulz is a Lutheran town, there is not a Cath- 
olic in it!" 

To this assertion Father Franciscus calmly re- 
plied: "My father indeed, was a Protestant; it 
was my fortune, however, to have been taken 
away from home quite young and brought to Alt- 
dorf in Switzerland and from there to the Abbey 
of Ourf Lady of the Hermits, This is how I be- 
came a Catholic." 

"A curse upon you, infected one, Satan, apost- 
ate! You are lost!" the preacher exclaimed. 

The soldier struck the table a terrific blow so 
that it creaked in all its joints, then with a sten- 
torian voice he retorted: "You're talking like 
an accursed fool; Father Laurentius is the sub- 
ject in question and about him I intend to tell my 
comrades." 

"Father Laurentius!" his free-lance comrades 
repeated, — "is he that saintly man from Italy?" 

"None else," was the answer — "here he is — 
here he stands!" 

Saying which the Swabian mercenary George 
Francis von Horb, pointed to the tall emaciated 
Religious, who thereupon raised his head a mo- 
ment to look at the soldier; immediately after he 
inclined his head humbly as if ashamed. 

Unconsciously the bystanders fell back a step, 
so that he stood singled out in the middle of the 
room alone. His brother Religious kow came up 
and stood by his side. 
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With a scrutinizing look the soldiers observ- 
ed him. 

"Yes, it is really he;" one of them remarked to 
his fellow- "I have never observed him at so 
close a distance," the neighbor replied; "but he 
does resemble Father Laurentius in height and in 
complexion and in the color of his hair," 

To remove all doubts, one of them asked the 
father directly: "Tell us, good father, are you 
the Father Laurentius who was with us six years 
ago when we were fighting the Turks in Hun- 
gary?" 

"Yes, I am he," the Capuchin answered ; "and 
I admired your bravery at Stuhlweissenburg 
and also in the skirmishes the three days before. 
That was a glorious victory!" 

"But who was it inspired us and lead us 
on?" the Swabian George Francis asked; "none 
other than the Capuchin Laurentius of Brin- 
disi!" 

"That is long past," the saintly Religious ob- 
served, in order to divert attention from himself. 

But the Swabian was not so easily turned from 
his subject. "No one will deprive me of the hon- 
or and pleasure of telling those here present the 
story: I was there and these my companions 
here also; we were twenty thousand Christians 
against eighty thousand Turkish dogs and* we 
defeated them ; we left twenty thousand of the 
enemy dead upon the field, the others were rout- 
ed; then we stormed and took the city. The 
spoils were choice and rich: silver money and 
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golden rings, Hungarian wine as much as you 
could drink. And all during the battle Father 
Laurentius was in the thick of it encouraging us. 
With only a cross in his hand he stood us by 
with the words: 'Jesus, Mary, the victory is 
ours V 

"Not a bullet hit him, not a sword touched him ; 
some, however, said that he was struck many 
times, but that he was invulnerable. This was 
a miracle in open day, and we soldiers would 
have followed the Father of Brindisi anywhere, 
even to the top of the steeple of St. Stephen's. 
Whole nights he was on his knees praying for 
our twenty thousand men, and Archduke Max 
and Ballsy and Schwartzenberg said: 'He is a 
saint, we cannot lose !' My comrades, it is no 
small pleasure to me, therefore, to see him 
again." 

Father Laurentius, who could not forbid the 
praise he so unwillingly heard, at last asked the 
honest soldier: "How does it happen that you 
are here, you and your soldiers who have fought 
against the Turks?" 

The Swabian sniffed, looked somewhat confus- 
ed and then shrugged his shoulder : "Well, such 
is life, to-day here, to-morrow there; with the 
Emperor one day, against him the next. We 
serve the one who pays the most. . ." The holy 
priest shook his pale, tired head in disapproval. 
"What do you wish us to do, holy man? It was 
in Ulm wc) were hired for Donau worth ; Neuburg 
in the Palatinate and the duke of Wirtemberg 
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side with Donauworth. Then, too, we can't 
complain of our treatment here. . 

Father Laurentius looked around. 

"The storm has passed; we may now, I hope, 
be permitted to go so as to reach the goal of our 
journey ;" he calmly remarked to the crowd which 
had listened with astonishment to the foregoing 
disclosures. "Thanks to you, landlord, for the 
shelter, and may God reward you a thousand 
times for the cup of wine and may He restore 
your wife to health. I will pray for her " 

"To pray for my relatives by marriage is my 
business, solely my business!" the exasperated 
Rev. Jeremiah exclaimed, looking at the saintly 
Religious. "I don't want your prayers, and be- 
sides, you'll have to leave the city in order not 
to cause trouble. Am I right?" he asked sizing 
up the company. No answer. What they had 
heard of the Capuchin filled them with respect; 
moreover, the presence of the determined free- 
landers cowed them. The two Religious accord- 
ingly, left the inn escorted by the soldiers. 

At the very threshold, Crescenz with implor- 
ing mien begged Father Laurentius : "Oh, please 
pray for mother; if you do, I know she will be 
1 cured!" 

She was seconded by her whimpering moth- 
er upstairs : "Holy man, bide with us ; stay and 
help me!" 

Schnepperich rushed at his betrothed to draw 
her into the room, but she met him with the cool 
words : "Go, I will have nothing more to do with 
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you; you struck my mother and treated me as a 
girl of no repute." 

"We'll see to that!" the discarded groom cried 
out; "there will be some way left to break your 
stubborn woman's will." 

"Don't take that fellow, maid," the Swabian 
soldier of fortune counseled her in an undertone; 
"he'd make life miserable for you." While saying 
this, he looked at the preacher in a way by no 
means deferential — and in return Crescenz gave 
George Francis von Horb a friendly, grateful 
smile, whispering to him : "I'll follow your ad- 
vice." 

The storm had ended in a gentle rain. In a 
short time the friars reached Holy Cross Abbey 
with their escort. As a reward for their service 
Father Laurentius and Father Franciscus advis- 
ed and talked to the men, and especially to their 
Catholic countryman von Horb, about Religion 
and their poor souls. The joy in the abbey upon 
the arrival of the two Religious was indescribable ; 
everything was done to refresh and to rest them 
after their long journey and trying adventures. 
Soon it was known in the community that Father 
Laurentius, Definitor General of his Order, had 
been sent to Germany as special legate of Pope 
Clement VIII to treat with the Emperor and the 
Princes of the Empire. 

In the recreation room after the frugal even- 
ing meal he was astonished by what the assembl- 
ed fathers, the monks of St. Benedict, told him 
about the fierce and inexplicable bitterness of the 
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Protestants towards Holy Cross and the few 
Catholics of the city. 

Old Father Chrysostom was best informed up- 
pon the subject; he was a son of Donauworth 
and familiar with the history of the city and the 
abbey during the past years. He said : "This so- 
called Reformation has brought indescribable woe 
upon Germany; there is division and disorder 
everywhere. Catholic towns and cities which 
were at peace have been torn into factions by the 
baiting and incitement of preachers. There is 
Donauworth, for example. By agreement the 
religious rights of the Catholics and of the Luth- 
erans of the city were equally to be respected and 
safeguarded — equally; as a result things were 
quiet, but it was only for a short time. The 
preachers of the city, and especially those of St. 
John's Church, were averse to peace, probably 
they had it not within their own souls; Sunday 
after Sunday from ther pulpits they preached 
and agitated against the Catholics and their 
Religion and the peace which both sides had 
agreed upon; but particularly did they calum- 
niate our Abbey Holy Cross and those who came 
to worship in our chapel. The council was obliged 
to warn and reprimand them. 

"But it was of no use. They succeeded in in- 
timidating the council and in influencing the 
soldiers to side with them and their partisans. 
By and by they elected a majority of the alder- 
men and got the upperhand in the city. Then the 
inevitable followed: The Catholic Religion was 
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restricted and repressed in every way. Proces- 
sions were forbidden and also Church funerals 
and the solemn and public visitation of the sick. 
The worst regulation of all, however, was made 
thirty years ago. At that time the City Council 
decreed that every Catholic citizen of Donauworth 
must receive Communion in the Protestant 
church, must be married and have his children 
baptized lutheran; that he who refused to 
comply with these orders would be deprived of 
his citizenship and be expelled from the town. 
Even that did not satisfy the fanatics. By forcing 
Catholics to apostatize the preachers wished to ex- 
terminate the Catholic Religion; with devilish 
violence and ingenuity they decried the 
Holy Church as idolatrous and her children the 
brood of hell. From that day to this no Catholic 
can become or is regarded a burgher of 
the city, and cannot hold even if he were a 
saint, the smallest public office. 

"Conditions, moreover, are growing worse. Last 
year during the procession on St. Mark's day, the 
rabble at the instigation of the preachers gathered 
in great numbers and attacked the worshipers with 
stones, clubs and guns; they tore and defiled 
their banners and drove them thru the dirtiest 
streets and alleys back to the abbey. When the 
Emperor, upon our appeal for protection, sent the 
city a sharp warning to let us in peace, his mes- 
sage was received with jeers and insults; they 
cared nothing, they said, for the papist Emper- 
or. It is no wonder therefore that we received 
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the same treatment again this year on Rogation 
day. Nearly the entire lutheran populace, led by 
Jeremiah Schnepperich, came out with swords, 
and spears and firearms to storm our cloister. 
'We have come to kill every papist/ they cried. 
Fortunately, we were apprised in time; our gates 
were locked and barricaded and the purpose of 
the mob to plunder and kill was frustrated. Such 
are the conditions to-day in Donauworth," Fa- 
ttier Chrysostom concluded. 

To this statement the abbot added : "Yes, the 
very abyss of cruelty and hatred has been reach- 
ed by the bigots; they spare not even the sick 
and the dead. All Catholic burials are forbidden. 
The sick find no mercy. Last year the wife of 
Andrew Hipt died in the hospital. In her last 
hours she begged for the Holy Sacraments; but 
the preachers and council refused her request 
and so the poor woman died unprovided — God 
knows it! The same happened to a poor servant 
girl from Bavaria, who having fallen off a lad- 
der and injured herself fatally, was forced to die 
like a heathen without the consolations of the 
Church. With a loud voice she called for a priest 
and prayed that God would send one, but the 
Lutherans turned a deaf ear to her cries. . ." 

"Such cruelty calls to heaven for vengeance/' 
Father Laurentius exclaimed; "it is terrible — it 
is an infernal hatred! — and such monstrous 
heartlessness they have baptized with the beauti- 
ful name 'evangelical* !" 
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"Evangelical, forsooth!" Father Chrysostom 
remarked. "There was a time when the name 
was fitting, when Donauworth was a good, order- 
ly, Christian city. But all this has been chang- 
ed the last thirty years. A person need only visit 
the Police Courts to see the number of arraign- 
ments for drunkenness, prostitution, rape, gam- 
bling, carrying weapons openly, quarrels, fights, 
murders and grievous disorders of all kinds. 
Last year, for example, an imperial order had ar- 
rived which was to be made public immediate- 
ly; upon the ground, however, that the people 
were nearly all drunk just then, the council ex- 
cused itself for putting off a day the publication 
of the decree. Donauworth has deteriorated 
and is without virtue or honor ; she does not de- 
serve to be a free and an imperial city any long- 
er because she has lost her power of self-govern- 
ment. Who knows, but God will soon intervene 
and bring her to her senses/' 

This was the substance and this the subject 
of the conversation between the monks and the 
visiting friars. The future of Holy Cross Abbey 
looked dark and threatening. 

It was night. The watchman on his rounds 
had announced the second hour after midnight. 
In the monastery chapel, where the remains of 
the archduchess Maria von Brabant who had 
been unjustly put to death, are resting, the tall, 
slender figure of a monk with arms outstretched, 
might be descried by the light of the moon, kneel- 
ing in silent prayer. It was Father Laurentius. 
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Fatigued as he was after the hardships of the 
day and suffering from rheumatism, he yet 
found his greatest rest and solace in passing the 
first hours of the day in adoration before the 
Blessed Sacrament. 

It was a saint praying in the chapel of Holy 
Cross Abbey that night. Fervently he prayed 
for the salvation of the people of Donauworth; 
fervently also he remembered the keeper of the 
inn "At the Anchor," his wife and his family. 

* * * 

Two days later he proceeded on his way to Bo- 
hemia, where the Emperor expected him. 

The hireling soldiers safeguarded him against 
insult upon his journey thru the city and escorted 
him part of the way beyond. He advised the Swa- 
bian George Francis when bidding him good-by, 
not to remain long in the city. 

"Where shall I go?" the soldier inquired. 

"As soon as you can go to Munich; there 
change your life, live up to your faith, and it 
shall not fare ill with you," the Saint replied. 
George Francis remembered and regarded the 
words as an oracle. He would have quitted the ser- 
vice of fanatical Donauworth immediately, if it 
had not been for the terms of his contract. More- 
over, there was an attraction holding him, grow- 
ing stronger each day. This attraction was the 
innkeeper's daughter Crescenz. She had whisp- 
ered him on the eve of the friars' departure from 
the city to come often to the inn with his fellows; 
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she promised that they would be handsomely 
treated and that it would cost them little or 
nothing; she feared the Rev. Jeremiah Schnep- 
perich, she said, who in spite of his rejection was 
more effusively kind and persistent than ever 
in his advances to her. 

"I am done with him for ever," she added, "and 
a team of ten horses cannot bring us together 
again." All the while she looked at the gruff 
soldier of fortune with such sweetness and trust 
that George Francis simply found her irresisti- 
ble and therefore concluded that even if there 
were no contract with the city he would remain 
awhile longer in Donauwdrth first of all to pro- 
tect Crescenz and secondly to spite the Rev. Jere- 
miah. 

Winter had come. Christmas was near. A 
number of the oldest burghers of the city were 
sitting round the open fireplace of the inn, the 
taverner in their midst. His wife and Crescenz 
were serving the guests and at the same time at- 
tending a table near-by of the welcome merce- 
naries. 

"Taverner," the oldest guest remarked, "your 
wife has the bloom of a woman of twenty." 

"That may be," he answered; "but then, too, 
she's all right again, sound and healthy as never 
before." 

"Unbewitched, simply unbewitched," one of the 
wise ones remarked by way of explanation. 

"I believe firmly that she is thoroughly cured," 
the innkeeper stated; "the wonderful change 
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came over her six months ago; the affliction 
has left her completely. Not a trace of her men- 
tal trouble has appeared since; thanks be to 
God." 

"Yes, yes, it is remarkable, indeed." 
"Not a trace has appeared since?" 
"Hm, hm, hm." 

Such were the remarks interchanged. But 
none of the men inquired further. They were 
honest Protestants and therefore could not and 
would not understand how a cowled papist might 
work such a miracle thru prayer. For they 
knew that the woman had said a hundred times 
that she had been cured by the prayer of Father 
Laurentius. 

"I am anxious to know what kind of weather 
we'll have for Christmas," one of them observed, 
not knowing what else to say. 

"It's going to be calm and clear," a neighbor 
answered. 

"I don't think so," the first speaker continued ; 
"tho the skies may be clear, the times may be 
troubled and clouded ; and they will be if we have 
to do with Max the Bavarian; you can't fool with 
him." 

"They treated his agents rather shabbily," a 
third one ventured to observe but in a subdued 
voice; "of course, I say this salvo respectu only; 
I believe a storm is brewing." 

"There may be something in your remark." 

"At all events, it seems to me," the first 
speaker resumed," they might have gone about 
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the affair in a more conciliatory way; there were 
many in the City Council who thought likewise. 
Why it's the sheerest mockery and defiance of the 
Emperor and of the Elector Max, his representa- 
tive : one day the council promises that the abbey 
and the Catholics will be assured peace and that 
it had no hand in and discountenanced the riotous 
doings of the people and of the religious agitators ; 
the next day it disperses the Privy Council and 
defies the Imperial Commissioners. Thereupon 
the Elector threatens to outlaw the city but be- 
fore doing so sends two representatives as a last 
resource to establish peace. Peace is brought 
about between the two Confessions, when lo ! up- 
on the wicked plea of the Count Palatine von 
Neuburg, the city again breaks its solemn word, 
insults the Royal Commissioners and publicly 
threatens the Catholics with death. Is such 
criminal vacillation becoming a city! Who can 
have any respect for civil authority after such 
action? And now our city is outlawed and the 
executioner's sword is suspended above us." 

"After all, I don't think it will come to the 
worst," one of the circle interjected, "the Em- 
peror is far away, and, moreover, he is involved 
in a quarrel with his brother." 

"Yes, and remember we do not stand alone," 
another assured. 

"Who's to help us? The palsgrave? I place 
very little dependence upon him. He makes fine 
promises, no doubt, but never fulfils them." 
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"The people of Ulm have sworn that for the sake 
of the Gospel they will never permit us to be 
crushed; surely they are near enough. Then, 
too the Duke of Wirtemberg has promised us 
soldiers." 

"If so, no one seems to know anything about it. 
On the other hand, very disquieting news is com- 
ing from Munich lately. The Bavarian Elector 
means business. It would suit him very well to 
take Donauworth and make it part of his king- 
dom." 

"Let him try it !" the innkeeper remarked ; "this 
city can stand quite a siege." 

There was the noise of a tumult out on the 
street. A crowd of people armed with every con- 
ceivable kind of weapon was shouting a choral 
hymn under the leadership of the Rev. Schnep- 
perich who was fiercely wielding a sword. In a 
moment the mob stormed the inn and took posses- 
sion of its hospitable quarters. 

"May God protect us!" the taverner groaned, 
"they're all full as a tick — there'll be quarrels, 
bloodshed and murders to-night!" 

He got up to greet the preacher and his dis- 
orderly followers, while his wife with several 
jugs in each hand was coming to regale them. 
She filled and handed the Rev. Jeremiah a glass of 
Tauber wine; he deliberately spilt it on the floor. 
The face of the woman became red with shame 
and indignation ; she controlled herself, however, 
and quietly said: "The glass is clean and the 
wine from a newly tapped barrel." With a poison- 
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ous look askance at Crescenz, who purposely, to 
arouse him, was loudly laughing and talking with 
the soldiers, the preacher replied : "It is possible 
to denominate peace what is not peace and to call 
a glass clean which is not clean, and to say a hand 
is washed which nevertheless is dirty. Tell 
Crescenz to fill my glass/' 

The woman thought it best to repress her an- 
ger and for the meantime to comply. 

Crescenz took her place. 

"I wish you to inspect my glass and to hand it 
to me !" Mister Jeremiah spoke in a commanding 
tone. One look sufficed for Crescenz. With de- 
fiance she replied : "If my mother is not good 
enough for you, I am less so. May she never for- 
give me if I put this insult on her." 

The table of the soldiers rang with laughter at 
this finishing off so neatly done, of the preacher. 
The latter in uncontrollable fury screamed: 
"Traverner, look after Crescenz or you'll find 
your daughter will soon be nothing more than a 
soldier's strumpet." 

A cry of indignation arose from the innkeeper, 
from his wife, from Crescenz, and lastly from the 
Swabian Knight George Francis, whose tower- 
ing figure was throbbing with anger at the insult. 
Before the soldier, however, could reach him, 
Mister Jeremiah had ensconced himself behind 
his followers; he seemed deaf to the challenges 
hurled at him from the other guests. 

With hands uplifted the preacher ranted 
in his usual way: "Indeed, I know what I 



Digitized by Google 



Of a Cowl Only 



181 



have said; it is the Spirit within me who urges 
and speaks thru me. And if I refuse to drink 
what that woman offers" — he pointed to the inn- 
keeper's wife — "I have a reason for it. For five 
years she had been crazy, no doubt, by a just dis- 
pensation from God on account of her public and 
hidden sins. Now of a sudden she is well again, 
and no one knows how this came to pass." 

Above the applause of his drunken sympathi- 
zers the woman was heard to reply : "That's 
what you say to-day; how different from what 
you told me two days after my cure; then you as- 
serted that you had prayed me well; that the 
whole night thru you had wrestled with the 
Lord—" 

"Yes, that's what he said at least ten times," 
Crescenz spoke out ; "I'll swear to it — " 

The soldiers laughed and jeered; the old men 
around the fireplace looked disapprovingly at 
Jeremiah Schnepperich. Cornered as he was, 
the preacher screamed the louder: "Hear me, 
you Evangelicals, hear me tell the truth: This 
woman was incurably sick and now she is restor- 
ed ; she herself insists upon it that that papistical 
monk healed her." 

"And so it is; that Catholic priest prayed for 
me, he is a man of God," the woman exclaimed, 
"I'll permit no one to malign him." 

"Now then, have you heard her? I judge and 
condemn her by her own mouth," the preacher 
triumphantly continued; "do you know how this 
was done? It was done by witchcraft, thru sor- 
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eery, the black arts, thru the devil — I accuse you, 
woman, of dealing with the underworld ; I'll cite 
you before court because you are a witch, a con- 
sort of Satan ; — I'll crush this plaything of hell — " 

During this insane effusion of the Rev. Jere- 
miah a commotion was noticeable which, begin- 
ning on the street, was infecting the crowd in the 
tavern. Suddenly the bells of the city rang out 
in alarm, the booming of cannon was heard, and 
people, shouting and screaming, were running 
along the streets. 

One of the guests opened a window to inquire. 

"The Archduke of Bavaria is upon the city!" 
a voice shrieked. The Rev. Jeremiah leaped into 
the middle of the room and extending his long 
arms, cried out in a half-laugh, half -sob: "Te 
Deum — we praise Thee — at last Thou hast de- 
livered Thy enemies into our hands; for the 
second time to-day dost Thou grant me the hon- 
or to overwhelm and send to hell the overbearing 
Goliath. Arise and go forth, you Evangelicals, 
arm yourselves with the shield of Gideon, the 
sword of God and destroy his enemies ! I will 
lead you on and be witness of your triumph and 
will proclaim even in the midst of battle His 
word and Gospel. . ." 

For want of listeners his enthusiastic speech 
stopped short; the men had rushed out of the inn 
towards the public square and other places where 
the excitement was the greatest. The bells kept 
up an incessant calling and signaling, the women 
and children were talking and crying distractedly. 
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From the towers, the tops of houses, the city 
walls and other vantage places, the army of Maxi- 
milian, the great Archduke of Bavaria, might be 
seen dividingand in two immensewings approach- 
ing to enclose the city. By night the work was ac- 
complished ; Donauworth was besieged without a 
single shot having been fired by its inhabitants to 
prevent it. An army of six thousand infantry, 
six hundred cavalry, a corps of artillery with 
fourteen cannon and a train of eighty wagons 
carrying munitions and siege material encircled 
Donauworth with an arm of iron, Dec. 16, 1607. 
The Archduke did not command the expedition; 
he considered it beneath his dignity to chastise in 
person an outlawed city. The work was entrust- 
ed to General Alexander von Haslang, a tried 
warrior and swordsman. 

The city populace thronged around the Coun- 
cil Chambers. The adjutant of the Bavarian 
Chief had come for the last time to ask the au- 
thorities of the beleaguered city to give up the 
keys and capitulate immediately. For its de- 
fence the town had no one to depend upon except- 
ing its untrained burghers and a couple hundred 
of mercenary soldiers; its supply of ammunition 
was very small. It was evident to all that the 
place could not withstand an assault. Some, 
however, among them the Rev. Jeremiah, 
could not see it that way. The preacher raved 
prophetically: "Do not yield; our allies are al- 
ready on their way. I see in spirit a mighty host 
advancing from Ulm, from Hesse, from Wirtem- 
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berg, to help us crush the enemy." The people, 
however, who heretofore had blindly followed 
him, were not now so easily aroused ; they were 
silent and reflective. The sentinels scanning the 
horizon in all directions reported that no relief- 
party was visible, neither from Ulm nor from 
Wirtemberg, neither from the Palatinate Neuburg 
nor from Hesse. 

The terror of the citizens grew as night ad- 
vanced, till finally it was determined to send a dep- 
utation to General von Haslang. Rev. Jeremiah 
Schnepperich made one of the party of delegates. 

The General, as might be expected from a be- 
leaguerer and revenger, did not receive the citi- 
zens in an overfriendly way. Upon their request 
that more time be granted them for submitting, 
he inquired how much leisure they wanted. "Four 
weeks," they answered. "Yes," said the Rev. 
Jeremiah, "not less than four weeks !" 

Thereupon the commander slowly took an oval- 
shaped Neuburg watch from his pocket and re- 
plied : "It is now half-past seven. I will grant 
you fifteen minutes to make up your mind. At a 
quarter to eight the bombardment will begin. 
The petards, as you see, are already affixed to the 
gates; the bombs are ready for their work; — go 
now, that will do." 

He twisted his mustache complacently. 
"Wait!" he said, and then added: "Even if the 
city gates are opened to my army within the time 
specified, your Commission nevertheless must beg 
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for leniency upon its knees; I insist upon this last 
condition by way of atonement for the insults 
your city has shown the Emperor." 

The quarter of an hour's grace had five minutes 
more to run when the delegation on its knees was 
humbly pleading for mercy for Donauworth, be- 
fore the Representative of the Emperor and the 
Elector of Bavaria. Leniency was accordingly 
shown the city. 

The next day the army entered its gates. The 
burghers gave up their arms without a show of 
resistance and the submission of Donauworth was 
finished in an orderly manner. The Protestant 
ministers and preachers had ere this vanished 
from the city, among them the redoubtable Jere- 
• miah. Many of the citizens avowed that only for 
these clerical agitators, the place would have al- 
ways been as quiet in the past as it was then. 
The Archduke made the terms of capitulation as 
easy as possible. Donauworth, however, lost her 
position as an imperial city and was incorporated 
into Bavaria. For this the city is beholden to the 
Protestant preachers. 

The company of free-lancers who had been 
hired by the city, having had no occasion to use 
their arms, were treated with special consider- 
ation. They were dismissed from the service of 
Donauworth by the Elector; each man received 
a present of three dollars and an invitation, if 
he were so minded, to enter the Bavarian army. 

Then did the advice of Father Laurentius come 
back to the mind of the Swabian George Francis 
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that he should go to Munich. Arrangements ac- 
cordingly were soon made, and he was sent thith- 
er as Provost-Marshal. Before leaving he went 
to the taverner's at The Anchor, where he spoke 
for, and received, the hand of Crescenz; she ac- 
companied him to Munich as his wife. That she 
and her parents returned to the Catholic Church 
in this Catholic Capital, is not surprising and espe- 
cially if we remember that a saint of God had tar- 
ried in their house and prayed for them. Donau- 
worth likewise became thoroughly Catholic again. 
The preachers having fled — maybe their accusing 
conscience drove them out on account of all the 
harm they had done the populace— the churches 
were without ministers. Catholic priests and Re- 
ligious came to take charge of the city ; by preach- 
ing the Catholic truths, by answering and refut- 
ing the many lies and calumnies against the 
Church, they brought the pitifully enslaved mas- 
ses back to the Old Faith. As a consequence peace- 
ful days returned ; the people became moral and 
orderly once more ; — it was not a fruitless prayer 
Father Laurentius had offered up in the Abbey 
Chapel for poor benighted Donauwdrth. 

* * * 

It was three years later, on a Tuesday, the 15th 
of June, 1510. A beautiful spring day lent its 
charms to the Bavarian Metropolis and helped 
give a proper setting to the great religious festi- 
val it was celebrating. 
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The Papal Nuncio made his entry into Munich ; 
he was the bearer, as every one knew, of a pre- 
cious relic to Archduke Maximilian ; — namely, the 
body of one of the primitive martyrs of the 
Church, which had but lately been discovered in 
the Catacombs. Immense crowds of people lined 
the streets near the royal residence; a company 
of hired soldiers kept them in order. The bells 
of St. Michael, of Our Lady, of the Augustinians 
and of all the other churches, began to ring out 
joyously when the procession started to move 
toward the castle. The secular and regular 
clergy came first; they were followed by the 
prelates and their attendants, by the canons and 
Court Chaplains. All, priests and bishops, in a 
loud and solemn voice intoned the hymn of the 
Holy Martyrs, Deus tuorum militum. Then came 
the cross-bearer, and immediately after him six 
Capuchins bearing a golden shrine, to the right 
and left of which as a guard of honor walked the 
torch — and candle-bearers. The people bowed 
low in veneration as the holy remains of the 
martyr, a present from the Pope to the Elector, 
were being carried in triumph to the castle. Close 
behind the sacred relics followed the Nuncio ; his 
cardinal hat and his red biretta, the insignia of his 
high office, resting upon a silken cushion, were 
carried before him. The Cardinal wore the usual 
red cape beneath which the poor habit of a 
.Franciscan was visible, the cord also and the 
capuche. His feet protected by sandals only, were 
dust-covered. Leaning heavily on a cane he walk- 
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ed in the procession with great effort. His face, 
however, was beautiful with a heavenly exalta- 
tion. He looked upon the kneeling crowds calling 
upon him to bless them, with love and deep 
humility ; it was with hesitancy, nevertheless, that 
he raised his hand to make the Sign of the Cross 
over them. His mien, his whole bearing bespoke 
a man superior to all earthly pomp and vanity. 

Behind and close to him, his steady companion, 
Capuchin like himself, was walking. 

There was a congestion at the palace gates and 
the procession was halted for a moment. The 
Nuncio stopped. Just opposite him, in Bavarian 
costume, stood the Swabian knight George Fran- 
cis; as captain of a band of soldiers he was en- 
trusted with keeping the line of march open and 
unobstructed. Back of him among the specta- 
tors his wife Crescenz, stood with a little boy in 
her arms. Looking at the venerable prelate — the 
sun at the time was shining full in his face — she 
suddenly uttered an involuntary cry of joy and 
surprise. The Nuncio was none other than Fa- 
ther Laurentius, to whom three years before she 
had handed a glass of wine and who had cured 
her mother! It was indeed Father Laurentius 
of Brindisi. Having momentarily raised his eyes 
to survey the masses, he saw and recognized 
George Francis and Crescenz. With a slight bow 
and smiling, he greeted and blessed them. Then 
he turned to his companion, the same Father 
Francis of Sulz, and convert, who was with him 
at the inn, as related above. The latter quietly 
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approached his countryman from Horb, George 
Francis, and whispered to him: "If you have 
time, come to the Capuchin Convent to-night, Fa- 
ther Laurentius wishes to speak to you." Saying 
which he shook hands with the captain. The by- 
standers were surprised at the honor done the 
soldier and eyed him curiously from top to bot- 
tom ; he and, of course, Crescenz also, was radiant 
with joy. 

The procession entered the gates and was ush- 
ered into the castle where Archduke Maximilian 
in state received and saluted the Nuncio as Pa- 
pal legate; and then as his intimate long-tried 
friend, adviser and intercessor, he embraced him. 
The body of the holy martyr, namely, of St. Mod- 
estus, who with his foster-son St. Vitus was put 
to death for his faith in the Fourth Century, was 
conveyed to the Court Chapel and solemnly ex- 
posed for veneration till the next day. 

This was exactly two days before the Calendar 
feast of SS. Vitus, Modestus and Crescentia, — the 
nameday at the same time of Crescenz since she 
became Catholic. On the feastday proper, with 
grand and glorious ceremonies, the holy relics 
were solemnly borne to the church in the Maxi- 
milian fortress and their laid by. For two hun- 
dred years they were honored and venerated in 
this their resting place; then evil and stormy 
days came over Munich. 

George Francis and Crescenz his wife called at 
the Capuchin Convent as requested ; Father Lau- 
rentius met them in the little vestibule and grept- 
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ed them heartily. He was delighted to hear that 
Crescenz and her parents had returned to the 
Catholic Church. She on her part could not find 
adequate words to express the interior peace and 
happiness she enjoyed in consequence of her con- 
version. Donauworth, too, she said, was entirely 
changed; peace and order were reestablished al- 
most from the first day that freedom was grant- 
ed the Catholic Religion. 

"And how does it fare with the two of you?" 
the saintly friar inquired, just at the moment 
when the door opened and the Archduke entered. 
The latter had come to the convent incognito, to 
be free to talk with his friend as his heart desired. 

With astonishment he looked at the hireling 
soldier. 

Father Laurentius explained at once: "Gra- 
cious Lord, this is my friend George Francis from 
Swabia ; he stood up for me bravely at a time 
when I was in great danger in DonauwSrth; and 
the woman is Crescenz his wife, who in her 
charity gave me much needed refreshment at the 
time. I commend them to Your Grace." 

"Very well, he'll do for the man I am looking 
for to fill the position of Sergeant of the Castle 
Guard; I hope he will hold the place a long time." 

It would be impossible to describe the trans- 
ports of joy as soon as the Reverend Father and 
the Elector had gone, of the Swabian and his wife 
at this high appointment. Their kindness to the 
man of God had been repaid a thousand-fold. Fa- 
ther Laurentius staid in Munich three years long- 
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er, then he was called to Lisbon. The more the 
Archduke got to know him, the more he venerat- 
ed him. Not once but many a time it was a spec- 
tacle for the Angels, to see the prince, the ruler 
and conqueror, serve the holy priest at break of 
day when he was saying Mass at the Capuchins' 
in the crypt of the Church of the Steven Dolors. 
And no wonder, it was a saint he was serving. Fa- 
ther Laurentius of Brindisi did great things in his 
day and was revered as a saint even during his 
lifetime. He died July 22, 1619. 

July the 1, 1783, his beatification was solemniz- 
ed in the Vatican. Upon that occasion Archduke 
Theodore with a large distinguished retinue was 
present in gratitude for the blessings the Saint 
had brought to Bavaria. Nearly a hundred years 
later, on the feast of the Immaculate Conception, 
Dec. 8, 1881, Pope Leo XIII enrolled the Blessed 
Laurentius among the Saints. 

It was in the year 1896; three hundred years 
had elapsed since Father Laurentius had been 
elected for the first time Superior General of 
the Capuchins. On the second Sunday after 
Easter, the Sunday of the Good Shepherd, which 
fell on the 19th of April that year, an immense 
number of people pilgrimaged from the Bavar- 
ian Capital to the outlying cemetery and to the 
new Capuchin Church dedicated to St. Anthony, 
which had been finished and consecrated only a 
year before. Its sacred walls were about to wit- 
ness a grand celebration for the second time. 
All Munich was afoot; the city went out to visit 
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and to worship in the grand new church which 
had been built adjoining the ancient Capuchin 
Chapel of the Seven Sorrows. Those parts of Ca- 
puchin Avenue and Talkircher Street which were 
not reserved and closed, were black with human- 
ity. It was announced that up these streets the 
procession would move. 

What was the reason for this grand and solemn 
feast? Some ancient relics 

The Maximilian Fortress Church had been 
closed during the horrors of the "secularization" 
in the beginning of the 19th century. In conse- 
quence thereof, the relics of the holy martyr Mod- 
estus, which St. Lawrence of Brindisi as Nuncio 
had brought from Rome in 1610, were taken from 
the fortress and concealed in the treasury of the 
Royal Castle. They were allowed to remain there 
secured of course but unhonored for ninety years. 
No one seemed to care about them. But the Saint 
who hundreds of years before had enriched Mun- 
ich with this priceless gift, had not forgotten 
about them even now ; was not the story of the rel- 
ics part of his own life history? It happened 
then that all of a sudden people remembered and 
began to inquire about them. 

In the new St. Anthony Church the pious Ca- 
puchin Fathers had erected an altar in honor of 
St. Lawrence of Brindisi, a member of their Or- 
der, who had been canonized only fifteen years 
before. Looking at the altar and the beautiful 
picture of the Saint above it, the people recalled 
vividly that glorious event of the past, the tri- 
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umphal entry of St. Lawrence into Munich bear- 
ing the body of the martyr St. Modestus, a gift 
from the Pope to the Archduke Maximilian. Im- 
mediately it occurred to them as most proper 
that the remains of the holy martyr and of St. 
Lawrence be brought together as belonging to one 
another. The Prince Regent yielding gladly to the 
popular will, ordered that the relics of St. Modes- 
tus should be taken from the Royal Treasury and 
deposited beneath the altar of St. Lawrence in St. 
Anthony's Church; and this is how it came to 
pass that he who was their bearer and protector 
in the first instance centuries ago, is sentinel over 
them, and their guardian to-day. 

This was the reason for the grand festival 
April 19, 1896 ; it was the day of the solemn re- 
moval of the holy relics. The procession moved 
between serried ranks of spectators and worship- 
ers, which, like a living wall, for miles arose on 
either side of the highway that was kept clear- 
ed and open by a detachment of cavalry. The 
church-bells rang, the cannon boomed, the bands 
played, the choirs sang. The Cross-bearer was 
followed by an immense number of priests and 
members of Religious Orders. The faculty of the 
seminary came next, then the canons of the Cath- 
edral, then the bishops and other dignitaries, af- 
ter them the Archbishop, and at last the Nuncio 
robed in purple and vested with the full insignia 
of his high office. Clouds of incense arose to the 
heavens, hundreds of candles and torches flicker- 
ed in the breeze in advance of and surrounding 
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the precious artistic shrine, which was borne 
slowly and exultingly by Fathers of the Capuchin 
Order. Entering the church, the welcome of the 
holy remains of St. Modestus by the full organ in 
jubilant strains, blending with the festive peals 
of the bells, was overpowering. The Sacred 
shrine was followed by the aged Prince Regent 
with a lighted taper in his hand, by all the princes 
of the royal House of Bavaria, and by the highest 
State and Military officials. 

In every detail, in all its grandeur, was this 
second transference of the sacred body from the 
castle to St. Anthony's Church a worthy imitation 
of its first removal from Rome to Munich. To- 
day, then, the relics of St. Modestus in a precious 
silver shrine rest upon the altar and near the re- 
mains of St. Lawrence of Brindisi, who in 1610 as 
Papal legate conveyed them to the Capital; God 
grant they may rest there till the Angel sounds 
the last trumpet! 

Listening to the TE DEUM sung by the 
mighty throng, to the music and pealing of the 
bells, the tens of thousands of pilgrims and spec- 
tators were right in counting this feast of April 
the 19th among the grandest they had witnessed 
in the XIX Century. 

Among the crowd of worshipers on that day an 
old couple weeping for joy, surrounded by proud 
and happy children and grandchildren, might have 
been singled out. They were the lineal descendants 
of the Swabian knight George Francis and of 
Crescenz of DonauwSrth. What moved them to 
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tears was the love and confidence they bore the 
Saint whom their remote ancestors had seen and 
spoken to; and their faith and their devotion to 
the Holy Catholic Church, which they hold as an 
heirloom from them. 

Herewith the story is twice told on its radiant 
side; but its darker character, too, had a repeti- 
tion. The old ghost of discord and feligious divi- 
sion once dominant in Donauworth appeared 
momentarily on the very day of this beautiful 
feast, 1896, in Munich. While the citizens were 
away attending the celebration, printed articles 
full of gall and hatred, fly-leaves covered over 
with lies and calumnies against the Pope, the 
Saints, the Church, were left in nearly every 
house of the Catholic burghers. The day, how- 
ever, was one of such overflowing faith and joy 
that these miserable fugitive sheets were simply 
picked up and destroyed without comment. It 
was the restless, mischievous spirit of Jeremiah 
Schnepperich come back for a moment from the 
underworld. As in his life, so now, he and those 
of his kind could not endure the honors which 
were being paid the holy Capuchin Laurentius ; he 
came to protest in spirit and thru representatives 
against "Rome and all things Roman." Habeat 
sibi! 
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1. The Farmer and the Baron 

There is an air of attraction and refinement 
about the well-ordered homestead of a Chris- 
tian farmer. Independence, simplicity, a vigor- 
ous body and soul, piety and mutual love, thrive 
more readily in his home than in a tenement 
or flat of a city. The seasons of the year give va- 
riety to his work, an advantage which no other 
state in life can boast of. In the house and on 
the land the farmer and his wife are answerable 
to no one; they plant and raise what they please, 
and not a person in the world has a right to in- 
terfere. They may be less talkative than city- 
folks but for that very reason they are more in- 
dustrious and of a clearer, unbiased mind. In 
the city, the individual reasons and talks as pub- 
lic opinion dictates, but the man in the country 
after listening to what his farmhands have to say 
thinks and does just as he pleases. Such peace 
as dwells within his abode is seldom found under 
a city roof. All this applies as well to the larger 
as to the smaller country estates where Chris- 
tian morals and order prevail. 

The beautiful farmstead Oberhof, near Kreuz- 
bach, will bear out the above contentions. Ober- 
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hof House, distant about two miles from the vil- 
lage, stands upon a gentle slope of land surround- 
ed by its own fields ; it is sheltered to the rear 
by a wood, from the border of which a chapel 
looks down upon the building and meadows. The 
estate is not large, but it has always handsomely 
supported even to this day, its frugal tenants no 
matter how hard the times or high the taxes. 

We will now go back fifty years. So far back, 
on a Sunday evening of an exceptionally beauti- 
ful day, our story begins. 

The western sky wore a gorgeous mantle of red 
fringed with waving golden threads reaching 
even to the earth. In majestic peace the 
mighty firmament smiled upon the silent earth; 
a light descending mist was blending with 
the steel-gray twilight which was gradually set- 
tling over woods and fields; however, in spite of 
the evening hour the day was still quite sultry. 

Three men were walking slowly from the vil- 
lage toward Oberhof House ; the one in the middle 
was a vigorous, imposing old man with a refined 
face and sharp eyes; this was Baron Dannburg, 
whose ancestral seat surrounded by beautiful 
parks crowned the highest bluff just outside of 
Kreuzbach; from an eminence his castle lorded 
it proudly over the village below and Oberhof 
Farm in the distance. He was accompanied on 
his right by his son, a fine young fellow of eigh- 
teen years, who was dressed in a dark gray hunt- 
ing jacket and a cap topped with a chamois beard. 
To the left of the baron walked the Master of 
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Oberhof, a strong healthy man, whose physiog- 
nomy gave evidence of hard work and whose 
bearing bespoke self-confidence. He was return- 
ing from his usual Sunday visit to the Crown Inn 
when he fell in with the baron and his son, who 
were taking a leisurely walk thru the fields. 

The jovial old lord hailed and greeted the farm- 
er familiarly as "His Lordship across the Way ;" 
after exchanging a few commonplaces, the three 
continued their walk and were soon engaged in 
lively conversation. 

The subject was one that the farmer disliked. 
Pointing to the house, the orchard and the fields, 
the nobleman enthusiastically exclaimed: "Look 
up there, neighbor: There are your promising 
fields, there is your homestead. Now think of it, 
the day will come when — not you, but your chil- 
dren or your grandchildren will have to leave the 
place ; when land slaughterers and Jews will sell 
the estate piecemeal, acre by acre, field by field ; 
when shameless strangers will do as they please, 
buying and trading the property, or some adven- 
turer will gain possession of it, the while those of 
your own flesh and blood will be forced to seek a 
precarious livelihood in city factories— do you 
understand?" The farmer allowed the lord to 
finish, then he calmly replied : "Sir Baron, it will 
never come to that, God forbid!" 

"No one will give you that assurance in writ- 
ing," the nobleman answered. "Once you are 
gone you are not master any longer ; the country- 
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folk, — and mark it well, I count myself as belong- 
ing to them, — are being antagonized more and 
more; their dangers and burdens are becoming 
heavier every day; whether your children unad- 
vised will be able to meet all extortionists and 
plotters and speculators as you have done no one 
can tell." 

"Should it come to the worst," he replied, "I 
can't see how a Farmers' Union could remedy 
matters. If we poor farmers were in the same 
position as you are, Sir Baron, and as the nobility 
is, with your castles and lands secured to your 
families forever, we would be in heaven." 

"What else do I mean but that you should in 
some way secure your estate to your children? 
What else have I preached to you for the last 
twenty years, and, be it said, with such poor re- 
sults? Why don't you start Farmers' Alliances, 
Granges, Land Leagues the country over, inde- 
pendent of one another and yet united? One for 
the South and the Wine Growers, one for the Algau 
and the North, one for Heuberg, one for Ries, etc., 
just as the geographical and industrial needs of 
the country suggest; the local interests to be at- 
tended by the individual union, the more weighty 
matters involving the agricultural interests of 
all, to be taken in charge by the Confederated 
Societies. Thus united you would wield a mighty 
power in the State, and then, if you so 
desired, laws would be made to secure your lands 
and homes and protect you against vampires and 
speculators and land grabbers, so that even 



Digitized by Google 



200 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



the devil himself would not be able to drive 
you from your estate excepting you chose to go !" 

"Ha ha ! That would be grand, Sir Baron," said 
the Oberhofer ; "but the end of the world will come 
before anything is done by the State in the inter- 
est of the farmer. The lords of the legislature 
know nothing and want to know nothing about 
the man on the field." 

"That's what you say. It is exactly this faint- 
heartedness, this cowardliness of so many in 
your state, which makes it almost impossible for 
any one to help you !" blustered out the nobleman 
with honest indignation. "If the yeomanry 
stick together and are one and insistent in de- 
manding what, after all, is a benefit to the whole 
realm, how can they fail? And if after such a 
concerted assault the Government perhaps might 
still be unresponsive, it could and would soon be 
brought to its senses in a more forcible way. Do 
you think the effort would be futile if the Con- 
federated Union of farmers of the whole kingdom 
would demand a law which would safeguard their 
estates against foreclosure for debt or the sale of 
them by public auction to satisfy the usurious de- 
mands of exploiters and loansharks? In ten or 
fifteen years at the latest the farmer would have 
his fidei commissum like the nobleman, making 
his house and lands entailed property held in 
trust from father to son, to grandchild, and so 
on indefinitely; this would give a firm and en- 
during foundation to the farmer's state," 
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"Yes— if all that would come to pass!" the 
Oberhofer remarked,— 'but I don't believe it pos- 
sible." 

"I do not care whether you believe it possible 
or not," the baron continued, "just so you make a 
start and act ! Two-thirds of the members in the 
House of Representatives are elected by whom? 
By the man on the field, isn't it true? Now then, 
when these lawmakers come round to you on their 
electioneering tour, give them a strong piece of 
your mind. Hold them down tight and ask them 
point blank what interest they have in you be- 
sides your vote ; let them assure you publicly and 
convincingly what they intend to do for you ; be 
insistent and sharp. You know how to rob the 
very bee of its store of honey ; you know what to 
do when there is question of a penny more or less 
in selling a dozen of eggs or buying an apron; 
why are you not at least equally close and hard- 
fisted when by proxy you are dealing with the 
king or the Government about something that is 
worth a thousand times more to you? That Rep- 
resentative who refuses to make wpr to the dag- 
ger's hilt upon the brood of irresponsible, intrud- 
ing usurious money-lenders, expel him from your 
midst, he is your enemy; give your vote to a 
friend ! 

"Simple folk that we are, we suffer ourselves 
to be greased with soft soap when these gentle- 
men entertain us with stale jokes and cheap ti- 
rades against the clergy and the nobility and then 
when their confederates by treating us copiously 
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to liquor have put us into good humor and befog- 
ged our minds, we possibly elect to the House the 
very archadvocate of extortioners and land-vul- 
tures ; this happens only too often, God knows !" 

In this manner did the conservative Baron 
Dannburg reason. 

All this was so forcibly put and said that it 
made considerable impression on his rustic 
listener. 

"Do you really believe," the latter asked, "that 
it is possible to secure these rights for our lands 
and houses ?" 

"It is not only possible, it is inevitable," the old 
gentleman replied, "for otherwise in less than 
fifty years the very State would crumble to 
pieces. And if this last should happen," he ad- 
ded seriously, "you farmers would be to blame. 
Your miserable plight is dependent upon the fact 
that when financially embarrassed or otherwise 
in trouble you permit ten Jews— circumcised or 
uncircumcised — to meddle with, and nose into 
your affairs rather than one of your Christian 
neighbors. You slam the barndoor in your 
neighbor's face, so to speak and close it against 
him, but to the usurer you will open it wide; to 
him you will confess your debt even to the last 
penny and in a way more exact and honest than 
perhaps even your sins to the priest." 

"Well, it's a hard thing," the farmer remarked. 
"In your presence we speak out, Sir Baron, be- 
cause we have confidence in you, we know you, 
but toward our neighbor we think it best to be 
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close-mouthed. It is true we ought to be more 
open and candid with him who knows and under- 
stands our condition than with an unsympa- 
thetic stranger. But so it is, the one neighbor 
doesn't care for or trust the other; on the land 
each one is for himself." 

'That's just it," the baron exclaimed, "and this 
feeling and policy will ruin the farmer and he 
deserves it. Now that it is yet time to help your 
class, it is certainly disheartening to him who 
attempts it, to hear a conceited clodbreaker say, 
I don't need any advice or assistance, my con- 
dition is all right. But let a barren year inter- 
vene, a crop failure come, then there is a bank- 
rupt to every mile and the usurers as usual do a 
lucrative business bringing one estate after an- 
other to the block. How you simpletons scream 
then and rant about the greed of the nobility ; you 
would like to kill them all or roast them alive; 
why not twist the necks of the farmers? 

"Who but themselves, are to blame? So long as 
there is found among you so much envy and pride, 
such malicious joy in one another's ill-luck, such 
want of communicativeness among yourselves, 
so long are you, and you only, to blame for your 
misfortune." 

"Papa, I think our neighbor has come to agree 
with us," the young lord interjected, who was get- 
ting tired of the heated explanations of his fa- 
ther; "he sees as well as we do how beneficial a 
Farmers' Union would be. And if only, he makes 
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a start many will follow, for his example counts 
a good deal/' 

The master of Oberhof , however, was by no 
means so thoroughly convinced as the young man 
imagined. Maybe, too, the old lord's dictatorial 
manner had aroused in him a spirit of opposition. 
He replied with some excitement: "Sir Baron, 
a society among us would perhaps accomplish all 
that you predict; but that I should lead in its 
foundation, no, no, that would never do. By so 
acting it would appear that I am in sore straits 
and needed help. Once the union is begun, well 
then, of course, I'll join; but let somebody else 
start it." It was evident from his voice that the 
man meant what he said; he simply would not 
be the first to move, that was the end of it. 

"A storm is brewing," the old baron coolly re- 
joined, pointing to the east, where a mighty bank 
of clouds of threatening aspect was building 
higher and higher; "we will have to hasten to get 
home in time. Good-by, neighbor!" 

"God bless you, Sir Baron, God bless you, 
young man !" the farmer responded going his way. 

2. The Mistress of Oberhof 

Mutterings of distant thunder were heard, the 
storm was coming on rapidly; the first drops fell 
just as the farmer reached home. Thru the win- 
dow he could see his family and the help upon 
their knees in prayer ;the two blessed candles were 
already lighted in the .dark room. His wife was 
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standing in the doorway speaking to the priest 
who was just ready to leave. As usual, he had 
turned his afternoon walk into a pastoral visit 
to see how the landowner and his hands were get- 
ting on. 

The landlady availed herself of the opportunity 
to enlist his prayers and sympathy. Her one 
brother, Albert, the son of the mayor of the vil- 
lage, gave promise of becoming a rogue. An only 
son, he had been spoilt at home ; he failed at the 
Agricultural School to which he had been sent; 
since his return he had been playing the good-for- 
nothing about the village and was of tener seen in 
the tavern than on the field. Worst of all, he was 
bent on starting quarrels and knew how to pro- 
voke even the most peaceful men to anger by his 
biting jests and insults. This was a heavy cross 
for the good woman, who was the very reverse of 
her brother and an example of piety and kindness 
to the whole parish. 

With tears in her eyes she expressed her grief 
and fears to her Reverend Pastor: "I am 
afraid," she said, "that sooner or later Albert 
will die in a brawl ; in my dreams I oftentimes see 
him stretched out dead on the ground." 

The priest consoled her for the hundredth time 
as best he could; at last he broke off saying: "It 
is high time for me to go, rain is falling already." 

The husband coming in at the time, remon- 
strated : "Reverend Pastor, there are signs of a 
very heavy storm. You cannot leave now, it will 
be upon us any minute and no umbrella will pro- 
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tect you. You must not go. If it is more than 
a passing shower, I'll hitch up and drive you to 
the village." 

A glaring flash lit up the skies, a crash of 
thunder followed, and the very floodgates of 
heaven were opened. Rattling and pouring the 
rain came down and before long the neat park, 
which was enclosed from three sides by the 
building, was a lake undulating with little wave- 
lets. "In God's name, I must remain," said the 
priest; "now then let me spend some time by my- 
self in a room above." 

While his parishioners below upon their knees 
were slowly and devoutly saying the Litany of 
the Saints, he above was reciting from his 
breviary the prayers against lightning, hail and 
storms ; occasionally he would halt to go over to 
the window to bless the fields and meadows of his 
people. The muffled peals of the village storm- 
bells could easily be heard. Thanks to the pro- 
tection of God, the violence of the storm was 
shortlived; no hail fell; the clouds were lifting 
and the rain was diminishing. The priest was on 
his way downstairs when he heard his name 
spoken and a commotion in the lower room. The 
sexton's boy had come with a message. 

"Are you looking for me, Xavier?" the priest 
asked; "has something happened?" 

"Yes, Reverend Father," the almost breath- 
less boy answered; "I was hurried off to call for 
you ; there was a quarrel in the tavern and some- 
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one was stabbed; you should come immediately 
to attend him." 

"Who is it?" the pastor asked without think- 
ing. 

Quite embarrassed by the question and with a 
shy look at the farmer's wife who at this mo- 
ment had come from the kitchen, he answered in 
a suppressed voice : "Albert." 

The poor woman caught the name immediate- 
ly. "What is the matter with Albert — in the 
name of God, speak out, tell me," she cried turn- 
ing to her husband, "has he been stabbed — is he 
dead?" 

Wringing her hands, she wept and with pas- 
sionate cries appealed to the mercy of God. 

"Calm yourself, good woman," the priest, who 
had received the particulars from the boy, con- 
solingly said, "it isn't as bad as that. Albert is still 
living and in all probability it will be found that 
the alarm is greater than the danger. I will hast- 
en to the village; do you hitch uip and follow, 
you'll be upon the scene shortly after I get there. 
Be composed and resigned to God's will, pray 
and let every one in the house do the same for 
the wounded man and leave the rest to God. He 
will do what is right and best." 

This is what the priest said and counseled 
while passing thru the yard despite the heavy 
rain which was still falling. Husband and wife 
accompanied him to the gate. Saying, "God bless 
you!" he was off and gone on his errand of 
mercy. 
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The farmer rushed to the coach-house, got out 
the buggy— the hired man had not yet returned — 
and hitched up the horse. In a quarter of an 
hour he and his wife were speeding toward the 
village. 

Soon after, the stableman returned and as a 
matter of course, the servants stormed him with 
questions. He related that Albert sodden with 
liquor, had got into a quarrel of his own seeking 
as usual. That finally he took up with the black- 
smith, jeered him for his poor clothes, his pover- 
ty, and at last to his face, dared even to insult 
his wife. Thereupon the enraged man grabbed 
Albert by the neck and dragged him to the door, 
bent upon pitching him into the street. At this 
point friends of the latter, unwilling to see the 
son of a well-to-do family mishandled by a poor 
laborer, interfered; he was forced to let go and 
recede. This happened during the very height of 
the storm. 

The smith left the tavern immediately, swear- 
ing he would get even with the fellow. A quarter 
of an hour later Albert went out and did not re- 
turn ; shortly after, he was found in a pool of 
blood lying beside the bowling-alley ; he had been 
stabbed. He was still living but the surgeon said 
he would not long survive. The blacksmith was 
the murderer ; he was arrested and brought to the 
city; the injured man, however, as the aggressor, 
is himself to blame for his fatal injury. 

"He was being attended," the stableman said, 
"by the priest as I left. He got simply what he 
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deserved, the bully, the hateful fellow ; but I am 
sorry for the smith; he'll have to pay for it in the 
penitentiary, no doubt." 

"Then what in heaven's name will become of 
his poor sick wife," whimpered the sympathetic 
maid ; "she will be in terrible misery !" 

"And to think that the brother of our mistress 
is the cause of it all!" 

She began to sob, and little Rose who unnotic- 
ed had snuggled close to her, the only child of 
the Oberhof couple, began to cry also. 

The night was murky and cold ; not a word was 
spoken at supper; the whole household felt 
keenly for their kindhearted landlady, who, tho 
totally unlike her brother, was made to suffer so 
fearfully on his account. She, the sister, watch- 
ed at his deathbed; when the village clock was 
tolling the midnight hour, the brother died. The 
priest also remained to the last; to him under 
God, Albert owed the turn of mind which led him 
to confess his sins, to deplore his evil life, to ask 
pardon of his Savior, and to beg the forgiveness 
of his murderer whom he had so grievously in- 
sulted and angered ; with his last breath he avow- 
ed that his premature death was a merited 
punishment for his misspent life. 

Three months later there was another funeral 
in the little graveyard by the church. A plain, 
simple coffin enclosing the remains of the black- 
smith's wife was being carried to its last resting- 
place followed by the master and mistress of 
Oberhof and a large pitying crowd. The unfor- 
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tunate husband of the deceased had been con- 
demned to twenty years' imprisonment. What 
told especially against him was the fact that he 
lay in wait for his victim; this made his crime 
deliberate murder. It is true, he alleged in his 
excuse that he had sought the bowling-court only 
as a shelter against the weather; that his anta- 
gonist had met him there and that upon his re- 
newed provocation he slew him; the jury disbe- 
lieved the story. The sentence to the penitentiary 
pronounced against her husband was a sentence 
of death for the wife. She was made a beggar by 
the verdict of the court because her husband had 
been her sole support. Her frail and delicate 
nature succumbed easily to a consuming fever 
brought on by sorrow and worry. 

The crowd stood around the open grave. When 
the interment was over, the priest spoke a few 
admonishing words to the parishioners. By way 
of conclusion and before he had pronounced the 
Amen, he looked scrutinizingly at the bystand- 
ers. Then he stopped and taking by the hand a 
little three year old girl that had stood close to 
him during the sad rites which, with sweet face 
and wondering eyes, it had followed without real- 
izing their import, he said with a voice sad and 
pleading: "My Christian Friends, I have a lit- 
tle orphan by the hand. We have just buried its 
mother, and it is questionable if the little one will 
ever again see its father in this life. The child 
has no relatives living; in its innocence it stands 
in your midst begging: 'Take me, some one: 
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surely I could not help the deed of my poor fa- 
ther!' In its frightened eyes read the question: 
'Will none of you for the love of God receive me 
into your home? Is there not a mother who has 
a place for me at her table, in her house, in her 
heart? Will none of you in pity show me the way 
to heaven by educating me and helping me to 
grow up a good, pious girl? Would you rather 
that I be hired out at the expense of the parish 
to some stranger who would receive me only for 
the money there might be in my keep, the while 
embittering my childhood with his unloving 
words and actions? Is there not a mother's 
heart beating in sympathy for a poor, sad or- 
phaned child?' Oh, even if it might cause you 
some trouble and worry to receive it, remember, 
its Angel Guardian will accompany the child to 
your home and will pray for and watch over you ! 
To the benefactress, whoever she may be, most as- 
suredly Our Lord will address the words on the 
day of reckoning : 'In as much as ye did it unto 
one of these my brethren, even these least, ye did 
it unto me.' " 

* * * 

The Pastor of Kreuzbach knew his people. An 
hour after the services, fully a half dozen well-to- 
do women were awaiting his return at the door of 
the rectory, each one of them ready and anxious 
to be a mother to the little Beta. When the priest 
saw them, he said laughing: "You're too late, 
the child is already spoken for and by her, you 
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will agree with me, who has the first right to it, 
the Mistress of Oberhof. She was the first to 
come to the sacristy with her husband to claim 
the orphan. By adopting it she is doing not only 
a work of charity but also proving her love to the 
enemy who had killed her brother and at the 
same time making reparation for Albert's crime. 
In this way, too, her own little daughter will have 
a companion for life. 

The child Beta was accordingly received into 
the Oberhof home and she and Rose grew up as 
twins; her foster-parents desired they call each 
other sister. 

3. Sowing to Reap the Hundred-fold 
Seventeen years had passed, and the ebb and 
flow of life touching the shores of time and eter- 
nity, had ushered many into life and carried 
many out of it. Old Baron Dannburg was dead. Af- 
ter that last time spoken above, he never again 
broached the subject of Farmers' Unions to the 
Master of Oberhof. "Who refuses to consent has 
had at least a chance," he was wont to say ; "but 
the day will come, and my very ashes will rejoice 
at it, when he will recall what I have said." 

No society for mutual protection was organized 
and therefore as a matter of course, in view of 
the hard times and the growing taxes, the usur- 
ers and estate butchers and land-slaughterers had 
it all their own way and exploited the country 
worse than ever. There was nothing, no law, no 
statute, to safeguard the land against thfe hordes 
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of speculators who looked upon the farmer and 
his possession as easy prey. 

The graves of the murdered Albert and of the 
blacksmith's wife alongside were sunken and 
overgrown with grass. The tragedy which had 
dug them had long ago been forgotten and very 
few people could tell anything certain about it; 
even in the minds of these the more salient out- 
lines were fast being obliterated by the newer 
and more startling crimes of the day. Next to 
these two premature dead, the kindhearted mis- 
tress of Oberhof lay bedded in her last repose. 
Time had been granted her to bring up the two 
girls, her Rose and the adopted Beta, in the fear 
of God ; by word and example and gentle per- 
suasion to make them the pride of the farm and 
an ornament and the delight of the village. 

Rose was twenty-one years of age when her 
mother died ; her death was a terrible blow to the 
daughter, to the husband, to the stepchild and to 
the whole management. In her last hours in 
presence of the priest and a Notary Public she 
called for her husband and holding his hand, said : 
"If I have been dear to you and if I have pleased 
you, then I beg earnestly that you grant me a fa- 
vor." 

The husband in the first instance looked at the 
priest; his wife noticed it and continued: "Yes, 
our Reverend Pastor will be witness to it; I will 
speak of it more particularly with him alone later 
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"What do you wish to give away?" he asked 
her, "for I surmise you have something of the 
kind in view." 

"I would like to dispose for a good purpose of 
that only which is mine," the dying woman re- 
plied, "namely the inheritance from my unhap- 
by brother Albert." 

"That's a great deal of money, and what do you 
intend to do with it?" 

With her failing voice she whispered to him the 
purpose and observing that he hesitated, she 
solemnly enjoined: "I beg you to consent, it will 
be a great work of mercy, and it will serve my 
brother, from whom I inherited it, as an atone- 
ment for his sins." 

"Well then, for my part," the farmer replied; 
"of course, I could very well have used the money 
myself; but for love of you and my esteem for 
you do with the money as you like; whatsoever 
you have heretofore done was always well and 
right, therefore no doubt what you intend to do 
now will also be right." 

"Anton, may God repay you a thousand times 
over," his helpmeet answered, "it will work you 
no harm. I thank you with all my heart, for in- 
deed I knew that you were good." 

The sick woman thereupon arranged the de- 
tails with the priest and the Notary. The docu- 
ment was duly signed by the four witnesses and 
the pastor was appointed administrator. 

Having accomplished this last good work, she 
died peacefully. At her burial more tears of real 
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sorrow and sympathy were shed and more earn- 
est prayers said than before for any other de- 
ceased member of the parish. 

The couple of Oberhof had but the one child 
Rose. The mother had hoped that for adopting 
Beta, God would perhaps reward her with a son. 
The ways of God, however, are beyond cur 
fathoming; the hope was never realized; no male 
heir was granted her and therefore in the course 
of events the daughter became sole proprietress 
of the estate. It was known the country round 
how matters stood, wherefore it was no wonder 
that a hundred rustic swains were sighing for the 
heiress Rose. 

4. Parent and Child 

Some years have passed by. There is much 
bustle at Oberhof preparatory to a grand wed- 
ding; seamstresses have been plying needle and 
thread for a quarter of a year. The heiress of the 
estate is the bride-to-be; the groom, a stately, 
portly fellow is from beyond, from the hill coun- 
try. You can tell at a glance that he belongs to 
the Royal Lancers; he is well supplied with 
money and is the second son of one of the richest 
farmers of the upland. Beta is to be bridesmaid, 
of course ; in beauty she is by no means inferior 
to Rose; while the latter is a blond, she is a 
brunette with dark tresses and a face rather pale 
but comely. The coming marriage had been ar- 
ranged not without difficulty; there was that 
about the engagement which gave the judicious 
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cause to fear for the future. Beta, therefore, 
could not enter into the plans and preparations 
for it, with the full zest and buoyancy of a friend. 

Had Rose been consulted, she would have given 
her heart to a quiet, decent man from Kreuzbach ; 
unfortunately, in her father's opinion, he had not 
money enough ; so it happened that one day when 
a couple of strangers called upon him and spoke 
for his daughter's hand in behalf of the present 
suitor, he quickly consented. The child tearfully 
conformed to her parent's wishes; one consola-, 
tion she had in knowing that he who sought her 
was a thoroughly good Christian gentleman. The 
wedding, then, was about to take place but at 
the cost of an immense sacrifice to the Master of 
Oberhof. It was stipulated that as part of the 
marriage contract, he must give over his whole 
estate to his future son-in-law with the single 
reservation of a small stipend for his keep; so 
glibly and convincingly did the gentleman insist 
upon this condition that the farmer gave in with- 
out opposition. Rose on her part before complying 
inserted a proviso that Beta, her dear friend, 
must be permitted to stay with her as long as she 
liked. The willingness with which her wish was 
granted impressed the simple maiden so that she 
immediately felt an unbounded trust in her wooer, 
tho other tenderer feelings were still absent. It 
was to be a marriage therefore like a great many 
others. The eve of the wedding a burly fellow rang 
at the rectory and called for the priest. He was 
clean-shaven, pale-looking, with deep-set, sharp 
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eyes, furrowed brow and close-cropt hair. The 
priest's sister asked his name. 

"Never mind," he said, "just let me in, I am an 
old child of the parish and the father knows me 
well." 

The words were spoken so determinedly that 
the woman admitted him and directed him to the 
priest's study. He knocked at the door. "Come 
in!" He entered slowly. 

The old pastor looked up at the stranger in- 
quiringly as the latter addressed him with a sad, 
flagging voice: "You don't know me anymore, 
Your Reverence, — it is seventeen years— John 
the blacksmith!" 

"The blacksmith John, — is it you?" the priest 
exclaimed surprised and stunned, with a search- 
ing gaze at the convict; — "but how did you get 
here? It is only — " 

"Yes, the sentence is wanting a few years," the 
smith interjected as the priest unconsciously halt- 
ed; "they have granted me this leniency on ac- 
count of my good behavior. Therefore I hasten- 
ed to Kreuzbach to look for and visit the grave of 
Marianne." 

"You'll find it readily, it is hardly ten steps 
from the cemetery entrance," the pastor replied. 

"And — and to find my child," he continued, 
"she is grown up by this time ; how is she, Rev- 
erend Father? Does she take after her mother, 
is she a good girl? Can she keep house? Can I 
take her with me right away? I think I can pro- 
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cure work hereabouts, I still know my trade ; of 
course, in that place — I had to cane chairs." 

The father looked at the smith awhile and then 
said: "John, your Beta is the best and most 
pious girl in my parish ; that comfort and pleas- 
ure no one can deprive you of — but let us talk 
together sensibly. You know that your daughter 
was brought up at the Oberhof Farm where she 
has been and is well taken care of and much liked. 
It was you who forbade that anything should be 
told her about yourself and your misfortune. 
This order of yours has been complied with; to 
this day she is under the impression that her fa- 
ther had died somewhere afar off and that she is 
a full orphan. On the other hand, the village af- 
ter all these years has about forgotten you. There- 
fore it would be an awful surprise for Beta if at 
this late day you would suddenly confront her and 
say : 'I am your father, you must come with me/ 

"No doubt, she would obey you instantly but 
her earthly happiness would thereby forever be 
done for. She would have to leave the only 
home she knows and to which she has become at- 
tached, her foster-father would have nothing 
more to do with her, and he especially would 
spurn her and turn her out who is to be married 
up there to-morrow. The young bride-to-be would 
thus be torn from her sisterly friend at the very 
time she needs her company most. And, John, 
I'll tell you, the young bride will sorely need a 
confidante and an adviser ! 
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"It was a promise Beta was asked to make her 
stepmother dying, that at least as long as she re- 
mained single she would remain with Rose and be 
her Guardian Angel as she has hitherto been. 
Would it not be a pitiable lot for your child to fol- 
low a father she had never known, to leave a 
friend who is as a sister to her, with whom she 
grew up, and to break her word to her benefac- 
tress, who like a real mother attended her from 
her childhood and to whom she is forever indebt- 
ed? Now then, John, you know how things 
stand ; I do not think it is the will of God that you 
take the child from its present home." 

The head of the poor blacksmith sank lower 
and lower ; he was crushed to the earth. 

"The like thoughts have occurred to me more 
or less," he replied with a husky voice, — "but 
then, I argued that perhaps my plan might work 
all the same. I meant to remain here, to take my 
child to me and live with her quietly; anything, 
everything, I promised to do and bear, if 
only this one comfort were granted me. O 
Reverend Father, how I have longed for 
this day, to see my little house, to see 
my darling child once again after seventeen 
years in the hell-like State's Prison! — On the 
day of my release I thought I would die of joy; I 
vowed to God all the good deeds I could think of, 
and I know that I would have kept these solemn 
pledges — and now my joy is blasted in an instant ; 
no more happiness, no more pleasure for me in 
this world. I understand, I must leave this place, 
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unseen, untalked of, — like the wandering Jew go 
out into the world without ever being permitted 
to return home. 

"I am forbidden even to see my own child, to ex- 
change with her one word thru all my life ; O God ! 
this is more terrible than a prison sentence! I 
know now that God punishes fearfully !" 

The priest reflected awhile longer, then he 
said: "John, I never believed you would take 
it so hard. If you think it is impossible to do as 
I suggest, then, in the name of God, stay here as 
you are minded to do. I will help you whenever 
and wherever possible." 

"No, no, Your Reverence," the smith replied 
quickly, 'Til go. 

"I ought to have known seventeen years ago 
what I know now, that what is done can never be 
undone ; I must suffer the consequences of my sin, 
that is all. The mistress of Oberhof thru my act 
has lost her brother ; by substitution I must give 
up my child to her daughter. Moreover, for all the 
good she has done Beta I owe her this in simple 
gratitude. It is at least some satisfaction to know 
my child has turned out a good and decent girl. 
Justice no doubt wants its dues. I will leave, and 
in all probability I'll cross the ocean; may God 
help me to eke out my sorrowful life under other 
skies." 

After speaking together a little longer, the 
smith made the one request that he be allowed 
unnoticed to take a last look at his daughter. To 
this the Reverend Father assented : "Yes, you 



Digitized by Google 



Home, Sweet Home 



221 



shall, you will remain with me to-night. I shall not 
reveal your identity even to my sister, altho she 
is not talkative; but safer is safer. To-morrow I 
will lead you to the little choir above the sacristy 
from where you can witness the nuptial ceremony 
without being seen; the first bridesmaid will be 
your Beta : you'll recognize her at once, for she is 
the picture of your wife. Then in the presence of 
God you can think over again what you intend to 
do. In spite of the past He loves you as much as 
any other soul. Pray that He may inspire you to 
choose right and that He give you the strength 
to act accordingly ." 

The priest's sister looked at the rectory's guest 
rather curiously while speaking to him ; time and 
again she studied his face and reflected. 

The poor blacksmith was kneeling in the tiny, 
forsaken loft; he heard the sounds of approach- 
ing music, he saw the bridal procession enter the 
church. The organ played the Wedding March just 
as twenty-two years before when he led his 
dear Marianne to the altar ; the witnesses and at- 
tendants were seated in the front pews, the others 
were crowded with the curious. 

In the first bench next to the bride, knelt — his 
child, sweetly, modestly, sedately, the image of 
his own bride two decades ago: like her mother 
radiant in purity, in youth, in virtue ; he looked 
at her a long while as if entranced, then he began 
to pray with all his heart. The party now went 
up to the altar for the ceremony ; this brought his 
daughter before him face to face. He took notice 
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of every fold of her dress, of every flower in the 
wreath which crowned her raven-black tresses, 
and lo! he saw the little ringlet on her finger, the 
very one his wife had worn as a maiden. The 
wedding from beginning to end was to him like 
a dream ; the procession left the church and was 
jubilantly welcomed by the musicians outside. 
The guests were on their way to the inn for the 
wedding breakfast to which the priest's sister was 
also invited. She was preparing a bite to eat for 
him, the house-guest. Quietly and sadly he was 
eating the lunch when suddenly the door opened 
and a happy voice inquired : "What choice things 
will you have for dinner to-day?" The smith near- 
ly fell from his chair with astonishment; it was 
Beta, his darling beautiful Beta, in full festive at- 
tire. The maiden was frightened when she saw 
the stranger and wished to leave but the sister 
said calmly: "Stay, he is only a traveler poor 
and unknown/' 

Unembarrassed she sat down at the kitchen 
table just opposite him. "I am glad that I manag- 
ed to get away for half an hour from over there ; 
they're too noisy for me." Then turning to the man 
at the table and looking at him with pity she re- 
marked that she sympathized with laborers and 
mechanics. "But you," she observed, "have a 
better appearance than most of them ; may I of- 
fer you a little traveling gift?" she handed him a 
"sechser," a small Germian coin. 

"May God reward you a thousand times !" he 
said, deeply moved, taking her hand. 
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"What trade do you follow?" she inquired. 
"I'm a blacksmith," he answered. 

"My father of blessed memory was that too ;" 
she quickly added ; "here, I'll give you a few pen- 
nies more, say an Our Father for him." 

"I would prefer you gave me something else," 
he replied, "for example, a picture from your 
prayer-book, then I will think of him oftener." 

"You are a good man," she said praising him, 
at the same time handing him another sechser 
and a little picture. With trembling hand he 
accepted the gifts : "Maiden, God bless you, I'll 
never forget you all my life." 

"Would you not like to go over to the inn," 
she nervously suggested, "and share in the wed- 
ding-spread? All comers are entertained free of 
charge to-day. In the basement there is still room 
and also in the bowling-court — " 

Curtly he put aside the invitation : "No, no, 
fair bridesmaid, I have breakfasted, thank you! 
I don't fancy noisy entertainment." 

"Where do you intend to go? Back to your 
home ? From what town are you ?" Beta innocent- 
ly asked. 

"I have been — at home," he answered with an 
unsteady voice, "but I could not stay; I must go 
forth into exile." 

"That is pitiable indeed, poor man," she re- 
marked with sympathy. 

"God will repay your interest in me a strang- 
er," the presumed mechanic added. He could not 
have stood it much longer to conceal his identity 
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from his own child ; his control was about ex- 
hausted and it was fortunate therefore that she 
turning from him resumed her talk with the 
priest's sister. 

Beta tarried a little longer at the rectory and 
then left. The other woman felt strangely moved 
whenever she looked at and observed the pale, 
mute, powerfully-built guest seated at the table, 
lost in thought. It was night when he bade 
good-by to the rectory; he had planned to leave 
Kreuzbach unobserved. 

At the end of the village he halted under a big 
tree and all absorbed he looked at a small old 
house. "Thither I brought her twenty-two years 
ago/' he soliloquized ; "that was our home, there 
we H vert worked, saved and were happy together ; 
there Beta first saw the light of day. The little 
room as it was, the tiny kitchen, the goat-shed 
in the rear. See the bench where at night we sat 
and talked ! From this blessed place I was drag- 
ged to the penitentiary ; here my Marianne died, 
and I was not at her side to assist her — " The 
mighty fellow wept bitterly. "All, all has been 
swept away," he muttered, again slowly continu- 
ing on his way. He went to the cemetery and 
looked over the wall at the grave of his wife 
which was lovingly cared for by his child, said 
an Our Father, and then leaving the town to his 
rear he eyed for a moment its last residence — the 
tavern. 

The clarinets were shrieking, the cornets clam- 
oring in loud and bold accord ; you could see the 
couples in dancing cadence, passing the upper 
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windows back and forth — and in all probability 
his Beta was up there among the wedding 
guests. 

Loud laughter and applause was heard; the 
house was full to overflowing — the bowling-place # , 
too— the terrible bowling-court. In that spot it 
happened seventeen years ago! Oh, if that day 
could be lived over, if that one deed could be un- 
done! 

He ascended the hill on his way to Oberhof 
Farm. The house was quiet and dead excepting 
one basement room which was dimly lighted. The 
old maid and a few hands were sitting there with- 
in, waiting for the return of the wedding party. 
The last flowers of the season bloomed sweetly in 
the garden. The traveler plucked a rose and then 
with a rapid gait he was soon lost in the fog of the 
night. 

* * * 

Sitting up with her Reverend Brother for 
awhile that wedding night, the sister was un- 
usually reticent and monosyllabic in her replies; 
at last she even wept. 

"What ails you, anyhow ?" he inquired surpris- 
ed; "are you sick?" 

"No." 

"Did somebody offend you?" 
"Yes." 

"Who was it?" 

"You, Reverend Brother!" 

"How so?" he asked with a loud laugh. 
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"Do you think," she beg$n, "that I didn't rec- 
ognize John the blacksmith? And you wished 
to conceal his identity from me to prove how lit- 
tle confidence you have in me." She wept again. 

The priest replied : "Well then, you know who 
he was. I hope you'll not say a word about it ; no 
one and Beta least of all must know that it was 
he." 

It was not entirely without malicious joy that 
the sister on her part told the brother how she 
had managed to bring together father and child 
face to face, in the rectory kitchen. One thing, 
however, she did not tell, namely, that she had 
promised to write the smith if anything at any 
time untoward should befall Beta. 

"That's tit for tat," she said to herself by way 
of excuse. 

In about six weeks a letter arrived from New 
York in hard-decipherable characters announcing 
John's safe arrival in the New World. In his 
simple way he thanked the priest again and again 
for his kindness and expressed the hope that, if 
never again in this world, he would surely meet 
his child in the next. 

5. A Wretched House and Home Management 

During the last six years a new regime was in 
evidence on the Overhof Farm under its new 
master. The old, beautiful, provident customs 
had disappeared ; the young proprietor meant to 
do away with the homely name and ways of a 
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farmer. His idea of marital bliss included ex- 
pensive vehicles, machines of all kinds and silver- 
plated harness ; dressing in the latest fashion, and 
aping the baron of the village. In bragging, 
blustering talk, he lorded it over his less fortunate 
neighbors. The only papers he kept were Prot- 
estant in tone and manner, the one liberal, the 
other a democratic sheet. He would not tolerate 
a Catholic weekly because it was "clerical," he 
said. Those of his people who wished to do so 
were compelled to read their Sunday Journal on 
the sly. He never looked after his men, never 
worked with them in the fields, and was the last 
to bed and the last to rise. No wonder, then, 
that his help was continually changing and that 
in every brawl at the taproom they were con- 
spicuous. 

In consequence his farm-returns were growing 
smaller year by year. The old, ousted farmer re- 
mained barely three months on his former home- 
stead. He moved to a small rented house in the 
village because he could stand it no longer. His 
poor little Rose! What she had to put up with no 
one knew excepting Beta, and she, only the half. 

The husband ignored the wife completely; he, 
and he alone, was to be absolute master of Ober- 
hof ; he cared nothing for iany one else. His 
bearing was especially intolerable whenever he 
came back half-tipsied from the village, and this 
was happening with increased frequency; but 
never did he return sober when he was favored 
with a visit from certain city gentlemen. Only 



Digitized by Google 



228 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



for the fact that his poor Rose had the oare of 
a fine five-year-old boy and two girls to distract 
her, she would have gone crazy. And yet, tho the 
children, on the one hand, were a comfort to her, 
they were, on the other hand, a source of anxiety. 
What would become of them if their father did 
not mend his ways? It was no longer a secret, it 
was common gossip that he was running his lands 
on borrowed money. 

St. Martin's day had come. Things were quiet 
on the farm; the husband had gone to a public 
sale; his wife was sick abed, Beta waited on her; 
the children were playing about the room. 

Suddenly they screamed: "The man! the 
man !" and rushed to their mother. 

"Give him something, Beta," the mother said. 

Beta answered : "I don't know what to think 
of that old man; whenever he comes to the farm, 
the Jew Kofmann is sure to follow, nor does the 
one ever leave before the other/' 
• After saying this she went out. 

"Krattenmann," she addressed the tall, uncouth 
fellow, who wore a wooden leg and whose hair 
and beard and (appearance were disorderly, "is 
Kofmann on parade and are you in attendance up- 
on him, since I find the two of you here again? 
Surely you wouldn't stoop to go spying for him. 
We have often assisted you and given you a 
night's lodging, why) then do you not stick to our 
interests?" 

The peg-leg laughed and said : "Dear Coz, don't 
get excited. Am I to blame if it happens that we 
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casually meet on the farm? He does not know 
from me the time when I choose to call here." 

Having said this, he hobbled away. Down the 
road a distance he turned round and came back 
to the yard stealthily. He entered the garden and 
hid behind the bakeshop unobserved. It was not 
long after when the stableboy came out of the 
barn and slouchingly walked to the well, washed 
his hands, looked down the road and whistled. Up- 
on this signal Kofmann, a notorious usurer, ap- 
peared and accompanied the fellow into the coach- 
house. "That is how matters stand !" the peg-leg 
muttered; "has it come to this!" 

He waited and watched till the stableman 
came out again ; the latter went to the house stat- 
ing that he must now go down to the village, that 
his Master was awaiting him at The Crown. 

"Who brought the message?" Beta inquired. 

The man replied briefly that he was given the 
order early in the morning by the Master himself. 

"Well, go then," she replied. The fellow went 
to his room to dress up. In the meantime Kof- 
mann was nosing around the buildings and was 
just about to enter the cattle-barn. 

A maid came out and barred his way : "What 
business have you here?" she asked. 

He gruffly answered: "What is that to you, 
you strumpet! If you don't get out of my way, 
I'll punch you in the face!" 

"I'll dare you, you scoundrel!" she exclaimed; 
the usurer pushed her back and struck her in the 
face. The dog that was chained near by bark- 
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ed furiously, but he could mot reach the fellow* 
Beta, who had witnessed the outrage from the 
house, hastened to the stable, loosed the dog and 
in an instant the beast had the miscreant by the 
neck and bore him to the ground. 

"Murder, murder, the dog, the devil, he has 
killed me, I'll sue, I'll sue; you have assaulted 
me!" the Jew screamed furiously and frightened. 

Beta called off the dog and said coolly: "It 
serves you right. What have you to do in this 
yard and in these buildings? How dare you 
strike a woman? Sue if you please, you'll find 
then what's coming to you!" 

The villain got up. "Yes, I'll have you arrest- 
ed, you and the maid ; she coaxed me into the 
stable, she insulted me, she mocked me, she call- 
ed me an accursed Jew; in self-defence I struck 
her." 

"You dirty liar, you filthy-mouthed liar!" the 
maidservant replied upon hearing his mon- 
strous accusation; and Beta wondered, did or 
did not the servant girl perhaps incite him? "Is 
it true, Therese?" she asked seriously. "No, of 
course not, don't believe the scoundrel," she ex- 
claimed weeping. This minute Kof mann saw the 
stableman approaching and sought confirmation 
of his calumny from him : "Isn't it true, did she 
not mock me and call me a dirty Jew?" 

The manservant answered: "I think I heard 
something of the kind." 

"Do you hear, do you hear!" the rejoicing us- 
urer cried out, "I accuse both of you, I have a 
witness!" 
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Beta was speechless — the maid wrung her 
hands despairingly: "In the name of merciful 
heaven, it isn't true what the stableman alleges ; 
he does it in revenge because I would not yield to 
his base desires ; Holy Mother of God, help me !" 

"You don't need any Mother of God," the man 
jeered, "I'll prove my statement before court." 

"Yes," a deep voice this minute intervened, "I 
also was a witness, I saw and heard all that took 
place." The powerful wooden-leg came from be- 
hind the bakehouse and joined the group. 

"Two witnesses, two sworn witnesses; didn't 
I speak the truth?" Kofmann yelled exultingly; 
"peg-leg saw it also, he swears to it, that the one 
insulted me and that the other attacked and loos- 
ed the dog on me — isn't it so, my friend?" he 
reached forth patronizingly to grab his hand. But 
the cripple took no notice at all of his approaches, 
simply replying that he would tell what he saw 
before court, namely the truth! While speak- 
ing, he looked directly into the eyes of the con- 
spirators so that they hung their heads. 

Beta, gratefully surprised looked at the beggar 
and said : "Thanks be to God, that you remain- 
ed and saw it all. I am not anxious to know what 
you will testify; your face assures me you'll tell 
the truth, that's enough." Then turning to the Jew 
she commanded : "Get out of here instantly and 
stay away forever." 

"I'll go because I choose to do so," he retorted ; 
"maybe I have more claim on this place than you. 
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We'll soon see who has a right to come and stay 
here and who has not Believe me I" 

The wicked twain left. When they were gone, 
the cripple remarked: "Hell not sue! but that 
stableman who sticks so closely to the infamous 
scoundrel, I would drive from the farm this very 
day!" 

Beta sighed and said: "Alas! the young pro- 
prietor brought him here and he'll be hard to get 
rid of. He lied to and deceived my father, swear- 
ing upon his honor and all the Saints, that his 
Master was a saving, industrious, pious and de- 
cent man ; he pleaded his case so artfully till fa- 
ther believed him and gave over Rose to her piti- 
able fate. For this service his employer must 
keep him and allow him to do as he pleases. At 
times he is simply unbearable. No one can get 
along with him and no decent girl will remain. 
Beware of him !" 

"I don't fear that devil," the one-legged re- 
plied, "for I know him well, and know something 
of his antecedents, but what you told me I did 
not know. Henceforth when you see me skulk- 
ing around the farm, don't be alarmed and never 
again think that I am a confederate of Kof- 
mann's." 

"I beg you to forgive my suspicions," Beta im- 
plored with a smile, "it will never happen again." 

Kofmann and the manservant were on their 
way to Kreuzbach; the cripple followed. 
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6. In the Clutches of the Wicked 

In The Crown some gentlemen from the city 
were sipping wine in a side room with the young 
Master of Oberhof , who having returned from 
the sale had entered the tavern to quench his 
thirst: he was half-full and therefore in the pro- 
per condition to argue on matters of business and 
politics. According to him, the whole world was 
corrupt, especially the nobility and the clergy. No 
government of any kind was necessary; every 
reasonable man knew what he had to do to keep 
his affairs in order without the restraint of the 
Ten Commandments or of the Catechism. 

"He certainly exemplifies his principles," mut- 
tered the innkeeper, who was by no means 
pleased with such irresponsible talk; "the Ober- 
hof er is probably running fShort of money, other- 
wise he would not be so revolutionary in his re- 
marks." 

"Least of all do we need Religion," the young 
proprietor continued. 

"Religion is a personal matter," one of the 
group with a barytone voice interrupted. "Pro- 
sit, farmer, don't forget that your wife is reli- 
gious." 

"Religion, after—" he began again, but his 
mind was so befuddled he could not continue; 
resting his head on his arms akimbo, he stared 
into vacancy. "Yejs, and your father-in-law is 
religious too," a man next to him remarked, 
blinking slyly at him. "And, moreover, he has 
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money," a partner to the last speaker added ; 
"did you get anything out of him to-day? You 
saw him about a loan, didn't you? The amount 
you asked for is only a trifle to him." A curse 
was the answer to the queries. "Don't play off! 
he gave you the five thousand florins you asked 
for; you'll not deceive us!" 

Another terrible imprecation followed; the 
young landowner then drained his glass and call- 
ed: "A bottle of your best — no. no, something 
better; have you champagne, Kronenbeck?" 

"Yes, how many bottles do you want?" 

"Three!" 

"And an extra one for the two of us," Kof- 
mann interjected, who just then entered with the 
stableman. The peg-leg came in close behind 
them. Having caught up with the designing pair 
at the tavern, the Jew whispered into the crip- 
ple's ear: "How are you going to testify in 
court, for or against me? Tell me and I'll give 
you this." 

The one-legged man sneeringly replied: "For 
such a trifle I'll not perjure myself; I'll tell 
exactly what happened." 

"Well then— what happened?" 

"There is time enough for that before court," 
was the answer. 

"If you'll stick to us," the servant now inter- 
vened, "you'll get ten florins." 

"Keep them," the cripple replied. 

"Twenty!" 
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"No!" his face lighted up for having the 
scoundrels at his mercy. 

"At least you'll not witness against us," Kof- 
mann pleaded. "You are a sensible man and 
know what's to your interest." 

"That much I will promise," the wooden-leg 
asserted. In his own mind he argued that the 
maid would not have the Jew arrested, strong as 
her case was. Turning then to the servant he 
added : "But remember that for this you must 
permit me to sleep on the farm in the hay when- 
ever I am too tired to travel on." 

"That's all right," the stableman agreed. After 
this casual meeting the three entered the tavern. 
The cripple remained in the barroom, the other 
two went into the wine-room to drink Champagne. 

Close to the stove where he was more or less 
concealed, the lame man watched the doings in the 
small side room. 

"This Champagne is in honor of your father- 
in-law," one of the fellows proposed as a toast. 

"Not at all," the young farmer screamed, "it 
is in mockery of him. Prosit!" he continued; "I 
have never been so insolently treated in my life 
as to-day — it nearly ended in a tragedy; to the 
devil with all traitora and Pharisaical windbags! 
Think of it! The old man threw it up to me that 
I had ordered four bottles of Champagne, at — 
&t, — you know, The Lion' in the city." 

"Do you mean the same four bottles which you 
stored away in the bottom of your buggy last 
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winter, and which popped off as you were driv- 
ing home?" 

"Yes, yes," he answered ; "he almost pitched me 
out of the room when I approached him for the 
loan of five thousand florins. Do you know what 
he said?" 

"Tell us!" 

"That he has five thousand florins, not a pen- 
ny more nor less, and that that was all he had in 
the world ; this he was resolved to hold on to till 
death. He said he would rather see me ruined 
and dead than give me another florin and that he 
never wanted to see me again." 

The guests of the young farmer looked at 
each other inquiringly; at last Kofmann spoke 
up : "That can't be ; the old man has a great deal 
more money than that, I know it." 

"If you say so, it must be true, because you 
know to the last penny what every farmer has in 
his money-bag and to what extent he is mort- 
gaged." 

The same speaker asked the usurer to give him 
an estimate of the money the father-in-law in 
question had. 

"What do I get out of it," the Jew asked; "ten 
per cent?" 

The man nodding assent, Kofmann explained: 
"The wife of the old man inherited from her 
brother who was stabbed to death, 15,000 flor- 
ins cash ; at her death as a matter of course, the 
money went to the old man, her husband, and 
this he still has. That's the truth !" 
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"Prosit, Oberhofer!" the company congratulat- 
ed the farmer; "you'll inherit a mighty sum yet: 
long life to you!" 

The designing scoundrels talked and drank with 
new vigor and animation. 

"Of what use is the money to me if I haven't 
got it," spluttered the young farmer. 

"Pshaw! the very fact that it is in the family 
allows you more credit; here, sign this, we'll 
make you a Representative at the next election, 
that will mean a florin a day in your pocket!" 

The group in the wine-room were unaware that 
they were being watched with lynx-eyes by the 
cripple and the innkeeper. These noticed one of 
the plotters figuring with pencil and paper : "See 
here— we'll give you an extension of credit. The 
interest for a year amounts to— the extension to 
two thousand plus, isn't that right, Oberhofer? 
Sign your name here, do it with a firm hand; 
wait, I'll guide." Half-asleep, the young far- 
mer was helped to affix his name; this little ser- 
vice cost him just three thousand florins more 
than the note originally called for. "Long Kfe to 
you! Vivat the heir!" he was cheered by his boon 
companions. The one-legged man left the inn 
and walked out toward the Oberhof Farm altho 
tired to death. "It is awful," he repeated many 
times on the way, without, however, allowing 
himself to be wholly distracted in the saying of 
his Rosary. 

It was about nine oclock at night. A man 
and woman talking earnestly together were com- 
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ing down the road from the farm. The one was 
the old proprietor. After the call he had receiv- 
ed that day from his son-in-law, the aged father 
walked out to see the wife, his daughter, to tell 
her that the husband had begged for a loan of five 
thousand florins with which to meet a note; that 
he had refused him first of all because it was the 
last bit of capital he possessed and, secondly, be- 
cause the man would not disclose the party to 
whom he was so heavily indebted. His sickly 
daughter begged and prayed the father not to 
give another florin to her husband — he would 
squander it as he had squandered the rest. Up- 
on this point the father reassured her, telling her 
that he had willed and entailed to her children 
every penny and foot of ground in his possession 
at his death. 

Beta it was who accompanied her foster-fa- 
ther on his return to the village. "Mark you, 
Beta," he said, "this is the place where many 
years ago the old baron prophesied to me that 
the time would come when my children would be 
forced to leave the farm and be compelled to 
seek their living in the factories of a city ; I was 
proud at the time and despised his advice; I 
thought I could do without counsel and would con- 
trol my fortune and happiness as I liked. But 
I acted still more recklessly when in spite of all 
remonstrances to the contrary, I gave my dar- 
ling Rose to a man who appealed to me principal- 
ly because he was reputed rich. Ah! I see it al- 
ready. Beautiful Oberhof, my home, sweet home, 
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will be sold and my children cast upon the world! 
It is a bitter thought ! My poor little Rose !" And 
the old man wept. 

"Father," said Beta, "father, don't worry too 
much about it. See, I'll promise you before God, 
I'll remain with Rose as long as I live if I'm per- 
mitted ; I'll never, never leave her. You received 
me into your house an orphan child and cared for 
me as one of your own; therefore my life to its 
last breath is< yours ; I will pray, work, save amd 
slave for you and yours, if necessary — " 

That moment the rolling of a carriage was 
heard ; the fog of the November night hid it from 
view. An instant later, however, the moon ap- 
peared and it became lighter. 

"Go home now, Beta," the farmer said, "it is 
late. Goodnight!" 

"Good night, father!" 

The cripple leaning against a tree heard father 
and stepchild bidding each other good-by. . Just 
then his attention was diverted by the onrushing 
vehicle. The horses in a gallop, under the stimulus 
of an ever urging whip, were racing up the hill. 
The carriage was very close now. By the light 
of the moon the one-legged beggar descried the 
old man in the middle of the road directly in the 
way of the conveyance. 

"Run him down, master," the cripple heard 
some one advise; "it is he, the old man; to-mor 7 
row you'll be his heir !" 

It was the stableman who did the talking — the 
whip whistling thru the air cut the team a ter- 
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rible blow; the frenzied horses made a gigantic 
forward spring, a little to the sideward however, 
to avoid the man ; another switch of the whip to 
turn them upon the pedestrian — but at this very 
moment the peg-leg threw himself between the 
old man and the horses, made a spring upward 
and fastened himself to the neck of one of the 
steeds and hung on as long as he could; being 
dragged along the ground he lost his grip at last 
and was trampled upon and run over. His he- 
roic deed saved the old farmer, who would most 
certainly have been killed by the hoofs of the 
horses and the buggy wheels. 

The mad horses rushed onward and were soon 
out of sight. 

Beta and the stepfather who had witnessed the 
accident were instantly at the side of the injured 
beggar. They knew that he had sacrificed him- 
self for them. 

"It isn't much," the wounded hero remarked, 
"don't fuss about it ; a few ribs probably are brok- 
en, they'll knit again — and my wooden leg is 
splintered. Thank God, they didn't kill the old 
master !" He fainted awtay. 

"What will we do with the poor sufferer?" the 
anxious father asked. "Stay here," Beta replied, 
"I'll go over to the Haldhaus Farm which is near- 
est and find William, it's not too late yet; then 
well carry him to his house." 

"All right, but hurry," the father enjoined;" it 
is too cold for the poor man to be lying on the 
ground." Beta sped away. Within a quarter of 
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an hour she returned accompanied by William 
who carried a lantern and a stretcher such as 
every farmer has on hand, with a canvas cover 
to fit it. 

"William," the old farmer said extending his 
hand, "do a good work for this unfortunate man 
if not for me. He saved me from being crushed 
to death by a wagon, sacrificing himself," 

This William was a strong young man with an 
honest face. Grasping the hand offered him he 
replied: "I would have been much offended if 
you had passed me your next neighbor by in this 
emergency." 

This was the first time in more than a half doz- 
en years that the two men had exchanged words. 
He was the one whom Rose had preferred, who 
had spoken for her hand, but whom the father re- 
jected because the Haldhaus Farm was not the 
financial equal of Oberhof and then, too, because 
the wooer had not money enough. With indefat- 
igable industry, however, William had slowly and 
quietly worked himself up; a mother and sister 
lived with him on a farm which was debt-free and 
to which by purchase he had added' other fields. 

The neighbors thought highly of him, for he 
was a thorough man and a practical Catholic. 
Had he gotten Rose — she would have been the 
happiest woman in the parish and her parental 
homestead would have been made a model farm ; 
but that is past, what's done is done. 

William immediately busied himself with the 
wounded man who lay on the ground still un- 
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conscious. With the assistance of Beta and her 
father he placed him on the bearer. A little 
cherry brandy brought the man to. The two 
men took hold of the frame and carried him to 
Haldhaus, Beta the while propping the man to 
keep him from falling off. 

The poor cripple groaned now and then. 
"Come/' said the girl, "rest your head on my 
arm and hold fast to me." She heard him fre- 
quently sighing and muttering: "My God! God 
bless you ! 0 God, Thou art merciful !" 

As soon as they had reached their destination 
William hastened away to get the surgeon. The 
lame man begged Beta to leave and return to 
her home. "No," she said, "you have saved my 
father, and I cannot go till I hear what your in- 
juries are." The doctor examined him carefully. 
He found the man suffering from many abrasions 
and wounds and loss of blood ; one rib was brok- 
en. There was no danger however, excepting in- 
flammation should set in. 

This statement was a great relief to Beta 
who thereupon prepared to leave; but before do- 
ing so she slipt up to the cripple and said : "May 
God reward you a thousand times, neither father 
nor I will ever forget it." As a mark of special 
gratitude she kissed the blood-stained hand which 
with its powerful grip had stayed the horses long 
enough to give her father time to step aside. 

The old farmer remained a little longer; he was 
weak from fright; his stepdaughter, however, 
went home escorted by William. The maiden en- 
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tered the house without noise and unnoticed. The 
next morning Rose stated that her husband 
had come home and had retired quietly 
the night before, which was quite unusual; but 
that he seemed greatly troubled and had convers- 
ed long with the stableman. 

The two scoundrels were tortured with a 
groundless fear; the old father-in-law for ob- 
vious reasons would not sue his son-in-law for 
his murderous assault, and Beta was forced to 
keep silence ; the cripple in the meantime lay help- 
less abed. But then, no earthly tribunal was nec- 
essary to reach the miscreants. 

7. " You've Aspired rather High /" 

From that evening we have just told about, the 
young farmer of a sudden seemed a changed man. 
He worked, was less domineering, spoke in a more 
civil way to his wife, shortened his visits at the 
tavern and even went to church. But all this 
while he was very nervous, afraid that at any 
moment the police might seize and hail him into 
court. Nor did his father-in-law think it wise 
to disabuse him by any assurance that no prosecu- 
tion would follow. 

He was remarkably kind also to Beta, for he 
knew that she, too, had witnessed the assault. 
The one, however, whom he feared most was the 
cripple. He was still lying in Haldhaus in the 
care of William, where Beta visited him at times 
because he begged so earnestly that she should do 
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so. Thanks to his robust constitution he got bet- 
ter much sooner than the surgeon expected. 
Thru the familiar intercourse brought about by 
the accident Beta learned to respect the one-legged 
man more and more; she was especially im- 
pressed by his deep piety. 

"Be sure to come to Oberhof ," she insisted, "as 
soon as you can get up." 

When her visits were over and particularly if it 
was late, William always accompanied her home. 
Rose knew of this of course, and therefore one 
day she remarked jokingly to her : "You'll soon 
have a house management of your own, no doubt; 
I don't begrudge you William; if you get him, 
you'll have it fine." She only laughed — and 
said nothing. Shortly after, in fun, Beta asked 
him if he did not intend to marry soon; he an- 
swered gravely : "Beta, once upon a time I court- 
ed a fair maiden and didn't get her. That's en- 
ough. If little Rose could be born over, I would 
woo her again and no one else. Like a great many 
others I intend to remain single; so far I am sat- 
isfied with my resolve." 

Naturally, Beta would not and could not tell 
this to her stepsister, it would pain her unneces- 
sarily, and, God knows, she had enough to bear 
already. 

There was one who watched and spied on Beta ; 
this was the stableman, who hated her as much 
as he feared her. 

The time for the elections had come around; 
there was a great deal of excitement among the 
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people as to whom they should put up for Repre- 
sentative. The one who up till then had been 
their choice was forced to resign on account of 
sickness ; therefore it was necessary to find a suc- 
cessor. The Catholics had in view a man well 
known, able, respected and influential. Their 
opponents, the Radicals, tried in every way to 
capture the district for their candidate. On a 
certain night word was sent to the farmer of 
Oberhof to meet some friends in the wine room 
at The Crown. The usual group, whose princi- 
ples we are already acquainted with, awaited 
him; there was a new member among them 
who was from the Capital. The young farmer 
upon his arrival was informed that his friends 
meant to put his name on the ticket for Repre- 
sentative of the district. "If you are elected," 
they said, "it means a florin in your pocket every 
day." 

"You'll also have the pleasure," he was told, 
"of wintering in the city, and surely that is pref- 
erable to spending your time at Oberhof." 
Others said : "Yes, and you'll make the acquaint- 
ance of distinguished gentlemen, of Court offi- 
cials and Their Excellencies." "You'll be invited 
to dine with the king." "Every moment of your 
time in winter will be replete with gaiety!" 
"You'll travel free back and forth, first or second 
class, as you choose !" "Think what it means to 
represent a whole district — what an honor — 
greater than that of Chief -Deputy !" 
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Such were the roseate visions they conjured up 
before him; a future he had never dreamed of. 

"But are you sure that I'll be elected?" he 
asked in the first instance. 

"Why not? You are a man of property; you 
are a farmer like all your constituents, a fearless 
speaker, a liberal spender; what more does any- 
one want? Prosit! Vivat, our new Representa- 
tive!' 

"When do you intend to declare your candi- 
dacy?" the most distinguished of the company 
now asked him. 

"Well — I don't know — it's all the same to me," 
the new political aspirant answered somewhat 
embarrassed ; "still I ought to have a little time 
for preparation." This "preparation" to which 
he alluded was synonymous with "money-bor- 
rowing." 

"That's easy, we'll help you in every way to 
prepare," the gentlemen assured him, "for no 
doubt you'll be the banner-man of our party?" — 
"Surely! Certainly! As a matter of course!" his 
friends and creditors chimed in. 

Thereupon one of the gentlemen drew from his 
pocket a package of leaflets: "Herewith I pre- 
sent you with a draft of the articles of our plat- 
form — here are some sketches of political speech- 
es which you must study and adapt; that's all 
you've got to do; but henceforth show yourself 
friendly to everyone, be pleasant at all times, be 
interested in chick and child of friend and enemy ; 
be sure to convince the people that the Clergy 
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and the Nobility don't understand their condition 
and know nothing about elections; especially 
impress upon them how heavily they are taxed; 
one thing I'll tell you, if you succeed in making 
them dissatisfied with their lot and their superi- 
ors, you have won. We'll do our part to assist 
you. Our friends will work quietly; many a 
man in this district is indebted to us, don't for- 
get; our papers will write you up as a man de- 
voted to the common people — the deuce take us, 
if with all this help we can't ride you trium- 
phantly over the candidate of the Clericals. 
Three cheers for Liberty !" 

This is how it came to pass that the young 
farmer of Oberhof headed the Radical ticket. 
His wife upon her knees besought him not to 
accept the nomination ; the pastor made a special 
visit to the farm to dissuade him — it was of no 
use. "Remember what I say," were the last 
words of the priest, "you are affiliating with a 
party that hates the Church and all social order, 
it will be your ruin. Who exalts himself will be 
humbled ; God blinds him whom He intends to 
destroy." 

"Reverend Pastor," the man stubbornly re- 
torted, "this is my business!" — that is all he 
could say. 

The money which he obtained by hook and 
crook, instead of being applied to the liquida- 
tion of his debts, went to pay his traveling ex- 
penses. Gladly the usurers allowed him a second 
extension of credit on his notes for which they 
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charged him two thousand florins more. To lull 
his suspicions and fears the bait was constantly 
dangled before his eyes that if once elected he 
could reimburse himself speedily with the salary 
of a Representative and the many chances for 
making money which the position offered. The 
trap was set and sprung. 

His first appearance on the platform was in 
Kreuzbach. The dance-hall of The Crown was 
thronged. The speaker who had a good mem- 
ory, got thru his speech without a break. It con- 
tained a few flings at the Nobility and the Clergy 
of course, but also a number of pious platitudes. 
The impression it produced was unfavorable. If, 
on the one hand, the audience was attracted to 
him because he was a man of their parish, they 
were repelled, on the other, by his personality. 
No one trusted him. When he had finished, the 
Chairman asked if any one from the floor wished 
to reply. 

"Yes !" a person in the back of the hall cried 
out. 

William, the Haldhaus farmer, got up accord- 
ingly. He began by remarking that he would take 
the liberty to comment on the speech in his name 
and that of his friends. "First of all," he said, 
"the candidate spoke of Religion and the School, 
but in such covert language that we back here 
couldn't understand it" "Exactly!" his neigh- 
bors whispered. "I will not question him on the 
matter now, in fact, I will take it for granted 
that because he is more enlightened than every- 



Digitized by Google 



Home, Sweet Home 



249 



one else, we were too dull to understand him." — 
The listeners around laughed loudly. "He knows 
his business !" they remarked. 

"The Oberhofer must have studied the sub- 
ject of Religion deeply because without ever 
having attended a sermon or Catechism he knows 
more about it than we all put together." — 
General laughter. — "Respect to whom respect 
is due, but if any one gratuitously affirms 
that the Church has no right to meddle 
with the School, we would prefer to hear 
our Reverend Pastor's explanation first; he has 
studied the question thru and thru ! He who 
wishes to understand a fever will ask a doc- 
tor, he who intends to go to law calls upon a 
lawyer. That other candidate who was here day 
before yesterday had testimonials from every 
priest in the district that he is a patron and a de- 
fender of the Church and School; the present 
speaker, however, is recommended only by such 
papers and leaflets that antagonize the Church ; 
which praise a country lad for missing Cate- 
chism or for deceiving his pastor; which help 
those only who are disobedient to the Church, 
which exalt and glorify the unbeliever. These 
journals wish to dictate to the priest what to 
say and do in the Confessional, at the sick-bed ; 
wish to banish Religion, which they consider a 
purely private affair, from the State; in other 
words, they don't want Almighty God to be wor- 
shiped in public. That, for one thing, doesn't 
suit me, I'll be plain about it. 
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"Secondly: The candidate howled too much 
about hard times with never a word of comfort 
to assure us that better days are coming. Every 
one here knows how to lament and scold as well 
as the speaker,— Good for you !' — and we give 
proof of it every day, but of what use is it? It 
only makes matters worse. Denouncements 
have never elected a candidate, nor will all the 
scolding of our guest reduce the war-taxes one 
farthing for us in Kreuzbach.— 'You're right'/ 
'Well said T— Now then, let me ask the speaker 
a question: What is the reason that you have 
not said a single word about the usurers, the 
land-stealerp, the farm-despoilers, the field-vam- 
pires circumcised and uncircumcised? You could 
tell us many interesting things about them. — 
Rousing applause! — If the farmers had all the 
money which these gents have defrauded them 
of, their class and state would be the richest in 
the world, able to weather the severest hard 
times. 1 

"Why have you not said a word of the go-be- 
tweens and intermeddlers, a word about stopping 
their nefarious work? Why not a word about 
new laws which would protect the farmer's 
house and lands against over-mortgages and 
alienation? Do you know the greatest misfor- 
tune that can happen to a farmer? To close a 
deal when he is drunk — Vociferous shouting, 
'True, true!' — it beats a hailstorm. The usurers 
set up a little keg of beer, a few bottles of wine 
and the guest pays for it with two or three 
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thousand florins; then comes a quarrel with the 
wife, a second sitting with a loan-shark, and in 
a few years the estate is gone! Half a million 
florins sheriff's sale a year is yet a small sum 
to what the speculators gobble up annually. 

"Look at their palaces in the cities, in the Cap- 
ital, built by extortion, paid for with the blood 
of farmers! He didn't scold against them. Not 
a word to agitate in favor of common ware- 
houses for the country* where grain and produce 
might be stored, sold to and sold from without 
middlemen. Not a suggestion for bettering the 
lot of servants. And is there no way of ridding 
the country of tramps? How commendable 
would that plan for mutual insurance be, whereby 
a favored parish would help the one visited by 
storm, hail or other calamity. This would be the 
best kind of accident-insurance, — Tine, fine!' — 
What about the taxes? Mine have trebled in the 
last five years. Have the taxes increased in propor- 
tion for the great bankers and millionaires in the 
city, the great manufacturers and stock-brokers? 

"What do the mighty wheat and grain specu- 
lators say? They fix the price for half the king- 
dom at a time. The farmer works his fingers 
sore and slaves, they reap a million at a turn. 
Does the candidate know nothing about the 
manipulation of the market; how these fellows 
chuckle at the blighted prospects of the farmer 
if it enables them to raise the price of their cor- 
nered grain? Has he never read a notice like this 
in the Board of Trade Journal : 'We are sorry to 
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say that the report of a crop-failure is not true; 
on the contrary, despite the hail, the promises for 
a large harvest are well-grounded.' Can nothing 
be done by the Government to suppress or at least 
to regulate this scandalous and wicked business 
system? Of all this he has said nothing— why? 
Because, — because the party whom the Oberhofer 
represents stands for unrestricted trade-license 
which gives every man the right in a fair or 
foul way to exploit his neighbor. 

"I do not wish that he himself should ever be- 
come a victim of the principles he stands for, 
but this I do wish— that he'll be defeated!" 

Grand applause followed by continued laugh- 
ing and shouting. 

"One word more," William continued, "and 
I'm thru. The candidate asserts that the No- 
bility is the greatest enemy of the people be- 
cause it is forced to stand by the Government. 
Surely he did not learn this from our Baron 
Dannberg. I once listened to the latter in the 
House Assembly. He told the President of the 
Chamber some plain truths in so forcible a man- 
ner that the latter turned white with anger. 
'Why do you not take some interest in the til- 
lers of the soil?' he asked; 'It is not right for 
lawmakers without any representatives among 
them from the field to make all the laws for the 
farm-community. A successful cattle-raiser 
would do better for them on the bench than ten 
gentlemen of the legal profession.' 



Digitized by Google 



Home, Sweet Home 



253 



"That was to the point! There was no minc- 
ing matters in this. Moreover, I think when a 
nobleman who sides with us speaks out sharply 
in our favor, it counts more with the As- 
sembly than if an unlettered man from our midst 
would plead for us— even such a one as he who 
aspires to be our candidate to-day. That's all 
I've <rot to say !" Amid general applause William 
sat down. 

"He is the one we ought to elect," the crowd 
remarked. A lawyer on the platform got up to 
say a word in favor of the young Oberhofer; 
it was no use. The advocate knew not what to 
do; he had but one expedient left. In the rear 
of the hall he saw the candidate's father-in-law; 
if he could get the old man to stand by the young 
farmer all might yet be saved. Accordingly he 
exclaimed: "In this assembly I see a venerable 
man who would have the right if he claimed it 
to be our Representative. We beg and we expect 
him to tell us what he thinks of the candidacy 
of his son-in-law. I am addressing the erst- 
while Master of Oberhof." 

The old man arose and the whole hall listened 
with bated breath as he spoke : "I am not a 
priest, but I am the father-in-law of the candi- 
date, the father of his wife, the grandfather of 
his children ; in this capacity 111 now tell him and 
every one of you, Honor thy father and thy mother 
that it may be well with thee and that thou may- 
est be long-lived upon the earth." 

After saying this he left the hall. 
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The words sounded to the people like a judi- 
cial sentence. The crowd dispersed. 

Two days later the election took place. The 
young farmer was "gloriously" defeated, as the 
schoolboys say. His friends, however, were by 
no means heartbroken. "It was a joke, after all, 
for the Oberhofer to have run at all," they said, 
"and a greater joke on his part to have imagined 
that he would be elected." 

Eight days had gone by since the election. 
The young farmer was acting like a man insane. 
He blustered and drank from morning till night 
in order to forget and drown his bitter disap- 
pointment. 

The lame Krattenmann who was well again, 
spent most of his time on the Oberhof Farm help- 
ing wherever he could. The young proprietor 
took no notice of him, the stableman let him alone 
because he feared him; but Rose and her chil- 
dren liked him more and more. Beta especially 
was glad to have him around ; she felt an unac- 
countable attraction to him. One evening while 
he was resting in the garden she came out to 
give him company. Suddenly she caught hold 
of his hand and with an earnest look said : "I 
have a favor to ask." 

Astonished, the lame man replied: "What is 
it? What can I do for you?" "Stay around the 
place whenever I'm alone in the house with the 
young proprietor; promise me that!" she said. 

"You can depend upon me, Beta." 
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'Then, I have another wish ; don't address me 
any more as Miss So and So but as if I were your 
daughter, because I've come to regard you more 
like a father than a trusted friend." 

The face of the aged man betrayed the emo- 
tion he felt; taking hold of the maiden's hand, 
he said : "When we are alone I'll address you 
as my daughter but not in the presence of 
strangers." 

It was a week later. The mother and the chil- 
dren had gone to the village for the evening Len- 
ten devotions. There was no one in the house 
excepting the husband and the stableman. While 
Beta was setting the table, the husband took his 
place at the head of it ; she noticed at once that 
he had been drinking. He said nothing for a 
while but the maiden was aware that he was 
following her with his eyes. At last he sighed 
deeply and said : "Beta, I see my finish." 

"What do you mean?" she asked. 

"I can't continue this life much longer," he 
said; "the disgrace attendant upon my defeat is 
killing me ; nor is there any happiness for me in 
this house; I'm sick and tired of life." 

She never heard him talk this way before. 
She pitied him and therefore in a more sympa- 
thetic tone tried to encourage him: "Now cheer 
up, don't lose hope; begin anew; you know in 
what way I mean, and God will assist you !" 

"You wish me well, I know, you have ever 
been my good angel — " 
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Beta laughed : "I didn't know that, neverthe- 
less it is your wife who deserves the praise and 
— not I, she has had more than an angel's pa- 
tience with you." 

"O Beta, don't speak of her. She doesn't un- 
derstand me, else things would have been differ- 
ent from the very beginning. But you — you — " 

He got up and with lascivious eyes approached 
her. 

"What is your purpose?" she cried as she 
moved behind the table. 
The man pursued her. 

"If you advance another step," she warned, 
"I'll scream for help." 

Quick as lightning he stepped up to her and 
with his hand outstretched tried to stop her 
mouth. That very minute his two children, a 
lovely boy of five and a girl of three and the wife 
came into the room. 

The tall, powerful one-legged friend was close 
behind. Hobbling into the room he greeted: 

"Good evening to all of you !" The face of Beta 
lighted up instantly, that of the cripple became 
dark and lowering. The farmer left the house. 

Hastening to her deliverer Beta said: "May 
God bless you a thousand times !" She then busied 
herself with the children. 

The young master encountered the stableman 
in the yard, who burst out laughing. "What 
are you laughing about?" the master roughly 
asked. 
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"Laughing at you!" he replied insolently. 

"Haven't you any eyes in your head to observe 
what is going on? Do you imagine it was solely for 
the cripple's sake that Beta visited Haldhaus so 
often? Do you think William was simply talk- 
ing of the weather the nights he escorted the 
maiden back home? If the silly fellow had not 
been instigated to do so, do you believe he would 
have faced you as he did, reproving you publicly 
for not going to church and telling the whole 
world about your debts and mortgages? More- 
over, who gave him the details of your private 
affairs? Have you forgotten that it was your 
wife and Beta and the priest who tried to dis- 
suade you from running? Are you silly enough 
to suppose they knew nothing in advance of 
what William was going to say? It was not his 
speech, it was your wife's speech and the priest's, 
which he studied on Beta's prompting, and de- 
livered. As a reward for the service of having 
put you upon your back he'll receive the hand of 
Beta, and in a year from now — you'll be bank- 
rupt by then — he'll be master of Oberhof. Sir, 
in prospect of this the cripple is nosing .into 
everything already! Now then, you know what 
you are up to and how you stand with Beta. I 
couldn't help laughing therefore when I saw you 
a minute ago." 

"Shut up, or I'll choke you!" the farmer ex- 
claimed with the fury of repressed passion seek- 
ing a vent. Without saying another word, he 
returned to the house, kicked open the door, and 
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with a face livid with rage rushed up to Beta 
and screamed "Get out, get out, you serpent!" to 
which he added a number of foul accusations. 
Beta holding the weeping children by the hand 
answered the madman coolly and deliberately: 
"Your mood, I see, has somersaulted within the 
last ten minutes; thank God, I'm glad it has 
come to this. After what has happened in this 
house a little while ago, I could not have remain- 
ed longer at the best. I will leave this night 
and with a good conscience. Your accusations 
and insinuations I despise." 

She left the room without deigning him even 
a look. The old cripple got up at the same time 
and remarked: "I'm also unwelcome here and 
leave with pleasure. But let me tell you two 
things, Sir, before I go; if after this explosion on 
your part you mistreat your wife as if she had 
been the cause of it, then" — uncovering his head 
— "God is my witness! I'll bring you before 
court for your murderous night-assault upon 
your father-in-law, do you understand? And 
secondly, it was Christian Mercy which invited 
the orphan child to this house; by expelling her, 
you have driven from your home the Mercy of 
God!" 

The old man left. He and the maiden walked 
to the village. He consoled her saying: "It is 
not for my sake, I can get along anywhere, but 
for you, my daughter's sake, I grieve." 

They called first at the priest-house. 
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The Reverend Pastor listened to all that the 
maiden had to say of what had occurred. There- 
upon the priest took a document from his desk. 

"Now sit down, my child," he said, "and you, 
too, as a witness and listen. Your foster-mother 
made a Will on her deathbed. In that Will she 
made over to you the money which she had in- 
herited from her deceased brother Albert, the 
mayor's son." 

The lame man suppressed an involuntary ex- 
clamation and became quite pale. The Reverend 
Father continued: "To keep you modest and 
humble as she had known you, it was stipulated 
that the money be withheld until the day you 
married or took the veil. If from fancy or ill- 
humor you left your adopted home, therefore of 
your own accord, then it was agreed you were to 
receive only the interest, on the capital which in 
that case should be given over to some charitable 
foundation. 

"On the other hand, the Will expressly states, 
that if you were driven from the farm thru piti- 
lessness or malevolence, then the whole capital 
and the full interest accrued should be given to 
you at once. This last condition has now been 
verified. The original sum, which was 15,000 
florins, has increased to date to 37,000 florins. 
You are of age, and therefore I as administrator 
of the Will turn the full amount over to you this 
very night. You can do as you like with it. 
Here are the vouchers for the money. Behold, 
my child, God has been good to you in a way 
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none of us could have foreseen; who loves God 
will never want bread. You are now rich — and 
he who has expelled you will soon be a poor man/ 9 
The maiden pale and trembling knew hardly 
what to say in reply; the lame man nearly col- 
lapsed. 

Beta begged the good priest to give her a little 
time to collect herself; she would come in the 
morning and talk it over with him again. Thus 
the day closed. 

8. Oberhof, Home, Sweet Home Again 

Three days after the occurrences related above 
"the f riends" of the Master of Oberhof came out 
to the farm to settle with him. They produced 
their promissory notes. 

The farmer had no money of course and the 
whole estate was mortgaged; the session ac- 
cordingly was short. The next day he left, no 
one knew whither. The children said that their fa- 
ther with his valise packed, had sat at the table till 
the hack called, after which he got up and without 
further ado entered the conveyance and drove 
away. The sheriff and the auctioneer took pos- 
session of the place to satisfy the creditors whose 
demands were exorbitant. 

At this juncture a savior appeared. 

The deserted wife sent an appeal thru her fa- 
ther to the newly established Farmers' Union, the 
president of which was William of Haldhaus. 
He summoned the lawyers in the employ of the 
Society, who upon investigation soon uncovered 
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a hundred rascalities in the transactions between 
the usurers and Oberhof . 

William, the Chairman, on his part threatened 
the principal claimant, Kofmamn, with prosecu- 
tion for attempting to bribe him to commit per- 
jury. When finally with much hemming and 
hawing they had compelled him and the loan- 
sharks to reduce their claims to the actual amount 
for which the Master of Oberhof was indebted 
to them, the money was paid and the property 
secured by a new proprietor. And who was he? 
Ask the old farmer of Oberhof and he will tell 
you. 

The aged man was crushed with shame when 
he heard that his erstwhile estate was mortgaged 
to its full value and held as collateral for a huge 
sum of money by strangers. He was sitting in 
his little rented house staring disconsolately into 
the fire when Beta and William entered. They 
were a picture in contrast to him; the young 
man with an honest triumphant look; she with 
a face mantled with exultant happiness. Having 
seated themselves, they explained to their aged 
host that with the aissistance of the Farmers' 
Alliance they had so humbled and brought the 
vampires to their senses as to force them to 
reduce the colossal debt which the notes called 
for to one eighth its size. This debt, they said, 
was now wiped out and the honor of his house 
was saved. 

"And my estate is sold," old Oberhofer added 
sullenly. 
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"Yes, and here," said William "is the buyer 
and the one who has paid the debt." Before he 
had finished, Beta put her arms around her step- 
father's neck laughing and weeping at the same 
time from sheer happiness for having saved him 
and her dear Rose. 

"I congratulate you of course; no doubt you 
and William will as man and wife soon take pos- 
session of the farm?" 

A moment's silence intervened, then the 
young man answered : "Oberhof er, you have no 
right to think me so small,"— he could say no 
more. 

Beta immediately spoke up: "No, father, let me 
tell you, you have not guessed right. Mother willed 
me 37,000 florins which she had inherited from 
her brother; with this money I paid all the debts 
and bought the farm, or rather William did it for 
me. However, that the farm might not be sold 
a second time by the husband of Rose should he 
ever return, I had the deed for it made out in 
my name, and then immediately by a Will drawn 
up I made it over to Rose's children. Now, father, 
try to feel young again and come back to the 
farm, to your little Rose and me; and the lame 
man, too, must come, but you as in years gone 
by will be the master over all ; then the hap- 
piness of yore will return to Oberhof. The full 
merit, however, for all this belongs to mother 
of blessed memory, who by entailing the fifteen 
thousand florins by Will saved the money from 
being squandered and dissipated like the rest." 
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"It is true, but only in that you were at all 
times the angel of Oberhof Farm was she moved 
to do so," the stepfather replied. 

A couple of days later the old farmer, Rose, the 
children, and Beta returned to the dear home- 
stead, accompanied by the one-legged man and 
William. As mistress of the estate the first 
thing Beta did was to dismiss instantly the head 
stableman. He seemed to expect it. 

Pocketing his pay, he made the insolent re- 
mark : "I was on the point of leaving. My last 
master was at least of a decent family. . ." 

"What do you mean*?" the old farmer asked, 
"do you wish to imply that my family is not de- 
cent?" 

"Not at all," he continued in a deliberate, drawl- 
ing way, "but that Beta is only an adopted child 
of yours and it is her father I have in mind." 

"My father?" Beta stammered, looking dis- 
tressedly from one to the other — "my father is 
dead a long time. . ." 

"That will do, you infernal scoundrel !" the 
farmer shouted. "Get out of this place or I'll put 
the dog on you." 

"I'll go, but let that proud maiden know that 
her father served a sentence in the penitentiary 
for robbery and murder and that he was hanged 
for thievery in America." 

"You dirty fellow!" the cripple interrupted 
clutching the servant with a vice-like grip by the 
arm, "how dare you lie so? John the smith never 
robbed nor stole ; it was in America at a fire from 
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which he had rescued four persons that he lost 
his leg; the Government gave him a testimonial 
acknowledging his heroic bravery!" 

"That is easily said," the stableman retorted; 
"can't you think of something else which would 
more plausibly defend that strangled penitentiary 
bird?" 

"Yes, indeed, you scamp, but first let me tell 
you something. I know a man who upon his 
oath and honor and salvation, swore that a cer- 
tain young wooer his master, was an industri- 
ous, respectable, Christian gentleman, upon the 
strength of which the old Oberhofer gave to the 
latter the hand of his daughter with all his land 
as a dowry. That dirty stablefellow knew that 
every word of his testimony was false, and that in 
consequence of his perjury the young maiden 
would be rendered irretrievably miserable and 
that the lands would be sold, but for the sake of a 
hundred florins drinking-money he committed the 
appalling crime. A man who shamefully mis- 
treated the servant prirls and tempted them to dis- 
honesty; who incited his master to adultery and 
crimes of all kinds and then mocked and betray- 
ed him. 

"A man who was in league with the notorious 
Kofmann, played into his hands and worked in 
his interejst against his employer. A man who 
had offered twenty florins to another as a bribe 
that he perjure himself and who one dark and 
foggy night advised his master to kill Oberhofer 
that the latter might inherit his money. Do you 
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know whom I mean, stableman?" the speaker 
thundered at the scoundrel. 

"And now let me tell you about John the black- 
smith. For having saved four persons at a fire 
in America he certainly was not hanged, as your 
lying tongue asserted; on the contrary, he came 
back to his home and ever since has tracked your 
scoundrel steps, hindered the evil you planned 
wherever he could, and at the risk of his life saved 
old Oberhof er against your machinations. In con- 
clusion, stableman, I affirm that you are that 
scoundrel and criminal; Beta's father, however, 
the blacksmith is still alive— HE IS STANDING 
BEFORE YOU! I AM HE!" 

"Father, my father!" Beta, who had followed 
the narrative breathlessly, cried out, and instant- 
ly rushed to embrace him. 

The stableman took this opportunity to escape. 
Old Oberhof er addressing the smith said : "You 
have done my child an inestimable service. What 
you have sown you shall reap : Gratitude and the 
blessing of God." 

* * * 

What followed will not keep us long. Ober- 
hof Farm was soon again in bloom ; as if under a 
new lease of life the old master worked and toil- 
ed in managing the estate which was his once 
more. At the same time he tried to find out the 
whereabouts of his fugitive son-in-law. Three 
months after his flight a laborer from a manu- 
facturing city in the South brought the informa- 
tion sought for. 
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The unfortunate husband had fled to a southern 
town a stranger and got work. He was mocked and 
illtreated because he was awkward with his tools 
and because he so sullenly slaved from morning till 
night; in order to keep the wretched job he had ; 
finally on account of scant and irregular meals 
and his indulgence in whisky he soon broke down 
completely. A relative met him one day in this 
condition and the miserable man felt like dying of 
shame. 

It happened also that a Government official and 
some gentlemen came down from the Capital to 
inspect the factory. The proud Oberhofer of 
former days in new overalls supplied by the 
company for the occasion, had to stand muster 
with the other workmen. The city-gentlemen 
and the representatives of various great manu- 
facturing establishments passed them in review 
laughing and talking; among them the farmer 
noticed two of the "good friends" who once up- 
on a time had dined and wined at his expense. 
They looked at him, then passed to the other side, 
shunning him. 

It was not long before his constitution) weaken- 
ed and undermined by continued dissipation was 
wrecked; he died in the hospital of consumption. 
His wife, who was notified, got to his bedside too 
late. Fate in turn pursued and struck down the 
evil servant. He had found employment in a 
neighboring village. One night after an orgy of 
drink, obscenity and blasphemy, having been 
kicked out of the tavern, he wished to cap his 
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wickedness by pulling down the stone statue of 
St. John Nepomucene which stood upon the bridge 
and hurl it into the river. The statue fell and in 
falling crushed him ; he was found dead under it 
his face horribly distorted, the next morning. 

Oberhof Farm again became a place of hap- 
piness. The old farmer, the smith and the chil- 
dren worked diligently hand in hand; after a 
year's recuperation Rose grew strong and 
beautiful as before. 

When William came this time pleading for her 
hand — his mother in the meantime had died and 
his sister was domiciling the rest of her life with 
the Sisters of Mercy — the father gladly consent- 
ed. This marriage was all that was wanting to 
complete the joy and peace of Oberhof. Beta and 
her father took possession of Haldhaus. Here 
they lived piously and in peace to the end. 

At last the day arrived when she was called up- 
on to pay the last respects to her much tried fa- 
ther. Weeping, she accompanied his remains to 
their final resting-place. He was buried by the 
side of his wife and close to the grave of his 
daughter's benefactress. Immediately after the 
funeral, Beta begged for admission into the con- 
vent. Within its hallowed walls she tarried until 
the day when she exchanged her earthly for her 
heavenly home. 
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1. The Dean and the Mayor Hand a Mitten to 
the Sculptor 

"So it is and will always be," the pastor of 
Dorfstetten said to himself aloud. "So it is; 
you'll find it in St. John, Epistle Second : 'Nolite 
recipere eum in domum et ne ave ei dixeritis — 
receive him not into your house, neither bid him 
Godspeed!' " 

He dipped his quill into the inkwell and wrote 
the following letter: "P. P. Hoary sinner and 
erstwhile comrade and college-fellow. When will 
you get sense? You have fathered many a folly 
already, but this last one surpasses all. Wasn't 
it bad enough for you to have joined the Masons 
without wickedly stultifying yourself still more 
by becoming an Oldcatholic! May God have 
mercy on you — surely it wasn't the depth of 
theological knowledge which urged you to do so 
—and may He hear my prayer for your soul, 
which now is sold to the devil twice over! All 
your former classmates are one with me in this 
prayer. Who of your friends of the square and 
triangle pray for you? Poor Jack, what made 
you place between us this chasm of hell? I will 
pray for you, yes — but invite you to my house? 
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never, so long as you are a member of those 
notorious societies. St. John, Letter the Second, 
leaves mo no alternative ; look up the tenth vense, 
you'll find it there. I cannot and do not wish to 
fraternize with Masons and Oldcatholics. 

"O Jack, change your course, cast the trowel at 
the feet of those brethren of the night and pitch 
your "Janus" at the head of the tainted profes- 
sors and come back to us, back to our Holy Moth- 
er the Church ! Least of all will I and the may- 
or accept the gift which you intend to make our 
little town. Pooh, the devil! Do you think we 
are such pagans as to set up in public your nude 
study in marble of a heathen goddess? Save 
yourself the expense of packing and express, and 
keep your piece of sculptured vice in Munich ; we 
have already seen more than we wanted of your 
marbled nastiness from the photograph. If such 
productions are the only achievements of your 
mallet and chisel, then I am sorry indeed for the 
hapless stone. Let this scolding suffice. You 
know, however, how seriously I regard your 
plight — let my admonitions sink into your heart, 
I mean it well with you !" 

He was interrupted at this point by a knock at 
the door; it was the mayor, a man of grave man- 
ners and sturdy principle. 
^ "Good day to you, mayor/' the priest greeted; 
"I would gladly have called upon you only that 
I didn't wish to bring—" saying which he touch- 
ed with his foot a photograph on the floor of a 
marble statue— "I didn't wish to bring this thing 
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with me. Take a look at it. Get off, dog, you 
can lie on it again afterwards; — did you ever 
see such indecency excepting perhaps in the sub- 
urban gardens of Stuttgart? And this piece of 
carnality Jack Leight wishes to present to our 
city to be set up in some public place where young 
and old, the innocent maiden and gray-haired sin- 
ners may look at it day after day!" 

When the dog with a grunt had moved from the 
smooth-surfaced picture upon which he had been 
dozing, the mayor looked at it for a minute and 
exclaimed: "For shame !" and spat upon it. "I 
beg your pardon," he instantly added, "I did it 
unwittingly, it wasn't perhaps quite becoming." 

"Spit on it again, mayor, if you wish," the 
priest replied, "it will be in the stove in a quarter 
of an hour at most. I have written a sharp let- 
ter to the sculptor, the godless Jack, in your name 
and mine. Listen !" The Rev. Pastor read what 
he had written and then remarked to his visitor : 
"I cannot understand why it is he wishes to send 
us a present at all. He must have been engaged 
a long time on this statue and I know he can't af- 
ford to work for nothing; he has no money to 
spare. I wonder if it is full of flaws or a work 
which has been rejected at the exposition and 
that therefore he has offered it to us. Well, no 
matter; I'll sign and close the letter; do you wish 
me to add anything special on your part?" 

"Yes— my regards, or rather tell him that as 
long as I am mayor, subjects like the one on the 
photograph will not be received or exhibited in 
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our town because we are still Christians and not 
pagans, as are so many of the inhabitants of our 
larger cities." 

"It is written, enough!" the priest said; he 
signed and closed the letter. 

2. How the Mitten Was Received 
For a tip, the waitress of the lodge "The 
Seven Golden Camels of the Orient" related the 
particulars to a good friend of the writer. 
Eavesdropping at the lodge-room door she heard 
Jack the sculptor tell his brethren how ungra- 
ciously his offer of the statue had been received 
and the uncivil letter he had got in reply; the 
woman also permitted the friend to examine the 
book in which the minutes of the meeting which 
had assembled to consider the matter, were re- 
ported. 

"By all the Turks! how they scolded," the 
Munich woman said, "and struck the table; be- 
lieve me, I thought they'd eat me up by way of a 
dessert! I hobbled myself lame bringing up bot- 
tles of wine — you know they drank nothing but 
Rauentaler — from the cellar, for the gentlemen. 
My, how they talked about the ^parsons' and 
swore and cursed — it wasn't Christian-like at all." 

"I believe you," the good friend said to the old 
sinner, "but what did the gentlemen agree to do?" 

The old waitress hesitated, she was not anxious 
to reveal the rest. "Let me off with this," she beg- 
ged, "you're a good, kind Christian man, I must 
not tell, I promised, I swore. Of course, — of 
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course — " she added, "my conscience at times 
bothers me a little, because the things are really 
bad which these gentlemen planned among them- 
selves, they ought to be thwarted — but then, if I 
betray them and should be caught — they'd expel 
me from the Temple this very day." 

"That would be no more than right," the 
friend rejoined, "because you're the devil's al- 
ready as long as you serve such company. Don't 
you know that Catholic people are forbidden un- 
der pain of mortal sin and excommunication to 
have anything to do with Secret Societies? Don't 
you know that a decent woman if she wishes, 
can find employment enough in other places? 
Moreover, that it is forbidden to bind yourself by 
an oath to conceal such things, and that in a case 
like yours an oath does not hold?" 

The callous heart of the old female was some- 
what softened by these admonitions. She be- 
came more communicative. From her disclosures 
it was evident that the suspicions of the priest 
were grounded. Dorf stetten, the home of Jack the 
sculptor, was in bad repute among the Masons 
because it elected "ultramontanes," that is, Cath- 
olics, to office and still lived in the "dark ages." In 
order to give the town a sample of their "enlight- 
enment" and "morality," Jack had been delegated 
by his lodge to present his home-town a statue of 
the goddess Venus ; the brethren promised to pay 
him for the work. 

Unfortunately the letter from the pastor and 
the mayor had brought their plan to nought. The 
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gentlemen, however, were not so easily discom- 
fited. "Dorfstetten will be ours," Jack exclaim- 
ed; "I know the people. Nothing more will be 
necessary to bring them over to us than to organ- 
ize and work them. They are excitable and cred- 
ulous, they are gay and thoughtless, they are so 
stupidly goodnaitured that they will even thank 
us for using them as tools to break down the par- 
tition walls between themselves and us." 

He was listened to with marked attention. At 
this stage of the meeting, according to the records 
which the friend was allowed to inspect, the 
grayheaded Chairman who had formerly been an 
actor, got up; after thoughtfully stroking his 
beard, turning his eyes skyward and making one 
or two gesticulations with his arms, he began: 
"Many years ago an odd fellow came up the 
Rhine to Hameln. The music of his wondrous 
reed charmed the millions of destructive rats so 
that they came forth from their holes and hiding- 
places and followed him to the river where they 
were drowned. The council refusing to pay the 
pile of money which they had promised him, he 
took up his flute a second time —and behold ! all 
the people began to dance. Sweet and irresistible 
was the lure of the piper's tune, none could with- 
stand it; all the children, boys and girls, were af- 
ter him spellbound, singing, dancing, shouting, 
tumbling along the way. Onward, forward the 
magician went and the children followed, heedless 
of their parents' warning cry. 

"Mad and reeling with delight at the entranc- 
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ing music, like the rats in the legend, they rush- 
ed to their doom. No power on earth could save 
them now as downward to the river's bank the 
stranger led them. Over the banks they stepped 
unmindful of the onrushing flood, regardless of the 
watery grave, held and rapt by the piper's weird 
music, till suddenly they were caught up and 
engulfed by the waves.— This is a picture 
of the mighty power wielded by the tongue, by 
eloquence; a gifted speaker may work an equal 
wonder with the children of our day. The 
number of children instead of being smaller is 
much greater than you would imagine, and if you 
don't believe me, find it out in a practical way;— 
oh! that we might find a man who would give us 
our revenge by making all the children dance to 
our tune!" 

In this way the old, long-bearded man de- 
claimed and his fellows applauded: "Good for 
you! you are right! Three cheers for the Piper 
of Hameln, he will teach us!" 

It was accordingly agreed upon at the meeting 
to send a glib-tongued confederate to Dorf stetten, 
whose duty it would be to ingratiate himself with 
the villagers and little by little with artful words 
to incite them against the mayor and the Rev. 
Pastor. When the town had been sufficiently en- 
lightened, the Venus statue would be set up right 
in the public square near the church, and on that 
occasion the Chairman would be asked to make the 
speech. The friend of the writer learned all this, 
partly from the mouth of old Margaret, partly 
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from the lodge-register. Turning to the ignor- 
ant woman, he said : "Can't you see how wicked 
and what a fool you are to go company with such 
fellows? Now, don't wait till they throw you out 
of their Temple but do like the shepherd of Ulm, 
resign in advance. If ever the devil goes hunting 
around Munich for souls, you can take poison on 
it, he'll begin finding one not far from you." 

To which she replied: "Yes, yes, it must be 
true, I believe you. It's been a long time since 
some one has so touched my heart. I'll do as you 
say." 

In time a suitable Rat-catcher was found and 
sent to Dorf stetten to begin the work of enlight- 
enment. How he was received and appraised 
there, we'll hear directly. 

3. The First Appraisement 
"What, you!" 

These words emphasized with a loud slap on 
the animal's back, were spoken to the fine power- 
ful dog of The Crown Tavern in Dorfstetten, 
which fawningly had snuggled its way between 
Bertha, the daughter of the innkeeper, and 
George, a butcher, her betrothed, evidently with 
the intention to be recognized and petted as the 
protector of the maiden. 

"Don't harm my Hector," Bertha mischiev- 
ously remarked, "we think quite something of 
each other." 

"I can't stand the beast any longer, he looks as 
if he would eat you up." 



Digitized by Google 



276 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



"Well, I guess he's somewhat jealous," she re- 
plied with a roguish look, "they say that happens 
even among human beings." 

"Listen, Bertha," George began, "who is that 
fellow boarding at your hotel the last eight days?" 
There was a note of dissatisfaction in his voice. 

"I think he is a Frenchman, or a Prussian or 
something like that; ask Hector, he made his in- 
troduction to him last evening." 

"Who?" 

"Hector. Last evening as I went to light the 
stranger's room he seized me by the hand — " 

"What do you say? That accursed Rat- 
catcher?" 

"Don't get excited, George! Hector viewed it 
more effectually than you, he didn't waste time 
scolding. — " 

"No doubt, I believe it—" 

"He made a bee-line for him, put his paw on 
his shoulder and looked straight into his face 
showing his beautiful white teeth." 

"And you?" 

"I couldn't help laughing; you know it seemed 
to me that if Hector could have spoken, he would 
have said to the fellow: 'Show yourself! Who's 
the gentleman, you or I?' I called off the dog, 
saying: Come, Hector, the wiser of the two al- 
ways yields; let the man alone with his shabby 
honor; then I walked downstairs and sent up our 
man to light his room. I looked after his room 
once, I will never do so again. 
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"He is a man of great style, with lots of money, 
who says that he is here to open a business as an 
agent for some wealthy parties." 

"What business has he in view?" George ask- 
ed with some anxiety. 

"Not the butcher business, at all events; and 
therefore neither in this respect have you reason 
to be jealous of him. He talks as if he understood 
everything: French, English, the piano; he has 
studied a great deal and traveled much ; in 
society he leads the conversation — in fact, he has 
a good mouthpiece!" 

"In that case he does not amount to much," 
George muttered. 

"He dares to be impudent with gentlemen and 
they do not resent it ; he has a large acquaintance 
among the rich; he alludes familiarly and as a 
matter not worth considering, to his friends of the 
nobility and among .high State Officials." 

"Then he is worth very little himself," George 
remarked. 

"He tried to approach the business men with 
recommendations and testimonials, first in the 
manner of a sneak, then afterwards more like a 
man." 

"Mind you, that's a precious chap; I'll bet he is 
a swindler; beware of him, Bertha." 

"Bertha! Bertha!" the mother called this mo- 
ment. 

"Will you eat me up alive again," she asked in 
a teasing way offering George her hand, "if I 
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venture hereafter to speak to this distinguished 
Commission Agent?" 

"Not exactly, my darling Bertha," he replied 
grasping her hand tightly; "but the next time 
Hector comes to the butcher-shop I'll give him 
two links of the best sausage on hand and that 
will not be the last time." They parted for the 
day. 

When George called the strange gentleman a 
Rat-catcher, he spoke better and truer than he 
knew. The Commissioner was none other than 
the delegate of the "enlightened" lodge, who had 
been sent to Dorf stetten to liberalize the town and 
play the Piper of Hameln to its people. 

Bertha and George saw thru him at once, but 
there were 4998 out of the 5000 inhabitants still 
to be reckoned with who knew nothing of the ad- 
venturer's life and purpose. The business he was 
after and how he worked it, we'll now find out. 

4. The Guests of The Crown, Who They Were and 
How They Were Trapped 

The Commission Agent had made himself at 
home in Dorfstetten. At first he quietly looked 
over the place ; all his activity for a while center- 
ed in The Crown Inn. The gentlemen's apart- 
ment was his hold-out; there he met men of all 
types, good, bad and indifferent. 

To the most respectable class belonged the Head 
Schoolmaster and the Master Butcher, whose son 
George the reader is already acquainted with, and 
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a couple more. To the worst, the Commissioner 
aside, might be counted the bookbinder, who was 
hypocritically pious in the presence of the pastor ; 
who kept good books and almanacs exposed to 
view in the showcase and upon the shelves, but in 
a hidden drawer and below counter, irreligious 
and immoral publications and social-democratic 
papers of the lowest and vilest kind. "Anything 
for money," was his business principle. To his 
class must be reckoned the rich Protestant manu- 
facturer of the town. Personally without Reli- 
gion he was yet considered the spokesman of the 
Sectarians. His Chief-Assistant from the Capital 
was a man of like stripe, who talked incessantly 
of what he knew nothing about, namely, Religion. 

Add to these a disreputable pensioned captain, 
a Wholesale Dealer in Hops, a Real Estate agent, 
a few Jews, and the sorry list is complete. 

The indifferent set was made up, first of all, of 
the Crown-taverner himself, a goodnatured man, 
who was "too busy" to go to church and extreme- 
ly careful not to fall out with anyone. Secondly, 
of the young teacher, who would have been quite 
commendable excepting that he lacked the exper- 
ience and conscientiousness of the Head School- 
master and the modesty becoming a pedagogue. 
Among the lukewarm we must also count the 
shoemaker, who spent more time in the tavern 
than in his shop or in the church; the sawmill 
owner, who ordinarily was too lazy and too stupid 
to make an intelligent speech but quite capable of 
murderous and incendiary language whenever 
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"the devil got hold of him," to quote his own 
words. 

The masonic delegate learned to know his 
people in a very short time. His plan of dealing 
with them was simple indeed: The worst of the 
habitues of the tavern he looked upon as ripe con- 
federates ; the indifferent members were to be won 
over gradually; the incorrigibly good he would 
so disgust with the place that they would leave 
and stay away. This select company of The Crown 
he meant to use as his vanguard in fighting the 
hated priest and the "clerical" town regime. It 
did not take him long to accomplish his purpose. 
Because he gave every one right, he became liked ; 
always ready with a bit of news or scandal to re- 
late, he was gladly listened to ; for treating the 
crowd with his money and never asking a favor 
in return, he was popular. Surely and quickly his 
plan was working out. The Head-Teacher and the 
most respectable visitors of the inn left for good. 
It happened one day that the Rev. Chaplain slap- 
ped the sawyer's son Joseph. Instantly the ma- 
son took it up : "How can you alllow that, my 
man? To permit any stranger to illtreat your 
own flesh and blood? Especially in our day, 
which insists upon love not force as the guiding 
principle in education T 9 

The Headmaster answered in the father's 
stead : "Delegate, are you ignorant of the text : 
He who loves his child — nota bene — loves — will 
chastise it?" 
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"What of it? Somebody wrote that hundreds of 
years ago, who cares for that saying now?" he 
frivolously replied. 

The company laughed. 

Thereupon the old teacher got up and remark- 
ed: "I am done with this place if the word of 
God is received thus and trifled with here." 

He was never again seen in the inn. 

"I am glad we are rid of him," the mason 
gleefully remarked to the under-f orester ; "he's 
one of the old school, don't you think so?" 

"Yes, most probably," the coward answered, 
pleased at being recognized. 

On another occasion the question of Mixed 
Marriages came up. The Rev. Pastor had preached 
against them the second Sunday after Epiphany. 
Of the fellows at The Crown not one had gone to 
hear him. Nevertheless the agent began decrying 
him and others followed suit. The disciples were 
too stupid to observe that the tirade of their ma- 
sonic master against the priest and his sermon on 
Mixed Marriages was but a rehash of an article 
meant to discredit the grand Alban Stolz which 
had appeared in a notorious paper some time be- 
fore. The drift of the talk among them wias down- 
ward. It was argued that, after all, it made little 
difference what Religion a man professed; that 
ecclesiastical "ceremonies" like Baptism, funeral 
rites, etc. were superfluous. 

There was quite an exchange of poor witticisms 
at the expense of those people who believed that 
flesh-meat tasted worse on Friday than on other 
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days. During a certain festivity, the mayor for 
the sake of decency drove a couple pair of boys 
and girls who were barely fifteen years of age 
from the dance-floor; the "zealous" delegate com- 
plained of the "tyrannous" act to the higher 
authorities and the official in question was duly 
reprimanded for having acted against the law. 
The Kulturkampf was praised as the master- 
stroke of Bismarck by the club, and hardly a fort- 
night after the arrival of the delegate none but 
the most inflammatory liberal sheets were to be 
found at The Crown. The factory-hands took 
notice of this. While the gentlemen were confab- 
ulating in the "monkey-cage," as they called the 
wine room, they aped their betters by taking up 
and reading the social-democratic sheets which 
they found in the common hall. With huge de- 
light the innkeeper looked on and rubbed his 
hands because the number of his patrons was in- 
creasing from day to day. 

"Fll soon be ready now to try out your plan," 
the delegate wrote to his lodge at Munich; "it will 
not be long and more than half of the town will 
dance to my pipe." 

5. The Priest and the Mason Meet 
A year had gone by. A meeting of the Public 
Library Association was announced to receive the 
annual statement of the Society and to elect of- 
ficers for the ensuing year. The delegate and his 
friends were present. As a pledged body they 
wished to try their strength for the first time. Up 
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to this none but religious and moral books and 
decent periodicals were handled and permitted to 
circulate by the library. 

The first spokesman at the meeting was the in- 
solent mason who begged permission to make a 
few "modest requests." He said that there were 
none but Catholic books on the shelves despite the 
fact that many members would like to read 
something on the other side; then, too, that 
there was nothing light or entertaining in the col- 
lection. Accordingly he proposed a list of irreli- 
gious and anti^Christian works, suggesting at the 
same time that his selection should replace the 
"Stimmen," the "Historical-Political Papers" and 
Jansen's monumental work, the "History of the 
German People at the Close of the Middle Ages." 
The publications he meant to discard are not read 
at all, he asserted, because they come back from 
circulation untorn and unsoiled. 

The Rev. Pastor rose to reply : "I am surprised 
at the remarks of the stranger because during 
my twenty years of membership in the 
Association it has never occurred to a citizen 
of Dorfstetten to propose improvements so 
novel, to say the least, to our library, and I 
venture to affirm that the intruder's wishes will 
receive scant welcome. Our little town has been 
Catholic from immemorial times. Could we so 
stultify ourselves as with our own money to pay 
for the printed lies and calumnies against our Re- 
ligion which our enemies choose to invent? 
We know all that is necessary in regard 
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to the claims of our opponents from Catholic 
books; for that very reason we have them. 
We might make an exception and admit 
the works of an honest, decent antagonist, 
but the books which the delegate proposes are 
dirty inflammatory compositions of the most mis- 
erable kind, gotten up by unbelieving Jews and 
degenerates for the purpose of enkindling sectar- 
ian hatred. At least as far as I am concerned I 
want no such company. Catholic means 'univer- 
sal,' 'for all/ A paper really Catholic is there- 
fore also fair and just. 

"In reference to those publications which come 
back to the library untorn and unsoiled," — the 
priest could not conceal a smile, — "I am in con- 
dition to assure the delegate that for all that they 
are read, read by the most educated of our fel- 
low citizens. If nevertheless they are returned 
clean and unsullied, the reason is simply this, that 
they who finger them belong to a class who wash 
their hands." 

Every one laughed at the last biting remark 
and nearly all admitted in their heart the priest 
was right. Unfortunately, the adherents of the 
mason had pledged themselves to stand by him 
and it is well knowm that an obstinate seJf-will 
seldom yields to reason. 

The delegate turned pale and red at the keen 
thrust of His Reverence; he knew not what to an- 
swer excepting with a sneer to offer the chal- 
lenge: "Well then, Rev. Pastor, let us put it to 
a vote." 
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The vote was cast; the motion of the mason 
carried; the priest and his party were overruled. 

"Have you, then, in reality determined that the 
proposals of the delegate in reference to the li- 
brary should be accepted ?" the pastor asked. 
"Most assuredly, Your Reverence/' the leader an- 
swered with a mocking smile. 

"Then do I hereby resign from the Library 
Club; my reason for doing so you can infer from 
my late remarks." "I too, I too !" many voices call- 
ed out. 

Thirty-two members left with the priest; 
forty remained with the mason. Among the lat- 
ter some looked rather guilty and crestfallen. 
The words and example of their pastor were not 
wholly without effect upon them. But the del- 
egate aroused them anew: "Be glad that the 
black-robe is gone, we are free now! What have 
the clergy to do with public affairs, anyhow? A 
new political life will begin for us — vivat, the 
next election!" 

The priest overheard the last exclamation; 
stopping on the threshold he addressed them thus : 
"Gentlemen, I have had charge of the Catholics 
of Dorf stetten for twenty years ; my parishioners 
have been dear to me as the apple of my eye. In 
what I have achieved I was moved not by ambi- 
tion but by love for my people. Under no con- 
dition will I yield my right of speaking out public- 
ly upon any question which concerns the common 
good of this community. I will yet live to see the 
day when you will regret the schism which your 
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vote has introduced into the civil and religious 
life of the town." 

The hall was silent as death while he spoke. 
Many felt ill at ease— the delegate, however, ex- 
ulted. His was the victory to-day ! 

After this first irruption of the misguided 
clique, developments followed fast. The Library 
Club was totally liberalized. By devices of all 
kinds the tempter led his subjects from bad to 
worse. Festivals, balls, concerts followed in 
quick succession ; the mason was Chairman of the 
respective committees, of the Library Associa- 
tion, of the Choral Society; anti-Catholic papers 
were introduced and scattered ; the priest and the 
faithful who had organized a Reading Circle of 
their own, were scoffed at and maligned. All the 
"better class" were on a friendly footing with the 
stranger, whom they invited to their homes as 
adviser, friend or guest. His success made him 
insolent and venturesome, his insolence procured 
him more friends; his dupes were hurrying on- 
ward, dizzily onward toward the abyss. 

At the town elections, most of the offices went 
to the liberals. The best and oldest inhabitants 
were again defeated. A little subsidized town- 
paper published the most shameless and vicious 
articles against the priest and the Church. The 
masonic delegate was put up as a candidate for 
mayor; with shrewd foresight he declined the 
honor. This affected modesty on his part made 
him more popular than ever. Finding himself op- 
posed in the City Council by a rabid majority, the 
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old mayor resigned; a successor was accordingly 
elected, namely the notorious agent, a fellow who 
had lived in the town not quite two years. 

Within a week this glorious victory was cele- 
brated in the Masonic Temple at Munich by the 
lodge "The Seven Golden Camels." The newly- 
elected mayor was present, of course. He was 
lionized. "Now will the devil be let loose in Dorf- 
stetten," he said, on bidding his fellows good-by. 

6. The Devil Loose at the First Carnival 

Shrove Tuesday, until long past midnight there 
was noisy revelry at The Crown. The large hall 
groaned and swayed to the rhythmic step. A ball 
was in progress as a climax to the gorgeous Fools- 
Parade which had been gotten up to celebrate the 
Thousand Million war indemnity from France. 
Upon a platform at one end of the hall the 
"liberar City Fathers sat, with the new mayor 
in the place of honor. Kinglike his eyes patroniz- 
ingly scanned the audience. A clean-shaven 
stranger was seated at his right; he was intro- 
duced as Prof. Kratzmaier, — an apostate, who 
had joined the sect of the Oldcatholics. The 
young teacher masqued in a domino, stepped up 
and whispered to the mayor: "Your Honor, do 
you notice that bevy of maidens on the floor with 
red ribbons in their hair? They have graduated 
from school only two years and until yesterday 
were members of the Young Ladies' Sodality. At 
the last choir practice they agreed among them- 
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selves to make their debut at the Carnival ball. 
There are about a dozen and a half of them. 
Wasn't that brave?" 

"I thank you for the information, my friend/' 
he answered, his face mantling with a blush of 
gratified vanity. "Did I not say that upon my re- 
turn I would let loose the devil?" 

"Never since '48 was such life and gaiety in 
Dorfstetten," the old captain who in his day be- 
longed to the Blood-Reds, remarked with satis- 
faction. The mayor addressed his neighbor: 
"Kratzmaier, every individual on this floor is 
dancing to my tune." 

"Would that I could boast of a similar tri- 
umph," the professor replied. "But in my line, 
victory is more difficult and lagging. What field 
does this town offer me? Could I introduce my 
kind here?" 

"Try in a covert way — proselytism ought to 
succeed among this crowd; try, you may gain 
many adherents before the night is up." So much 
the mason said in a whisper, then in a loud voice 
he continued : "Do you tell me that the Oldcath- 
olics are prospering mightily in Bavaria?" 

"Without a doubt," his friend Kratzmaier an- 
swered in a tone equally loud, so as to attract the 
attention of all the notabilities and the aldermen 
on and around the platform ; "we have sy aipathiz- 
ers everywhere. The people are becoming more 
enlightened, they are tiring of the Roman yoke; 
whole parishes are joining us enthusias- 
tically." With these words the opening was 
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made; from then all thru the night the apostate 
had so much to tell about his new sect he did all 
the talking. 

"Treat them liberally to drink," the mayor sug- 
gested, "because over the wine-cup people quickly 
and daringly resolve." 

"Yes, yes, I'm studying this ^propaganda of en- 
lightenment* very carefully," the ex-captain re- 
marked, "and I must «say it gives promise of bet- 
ter things than either Catholicism or Ronge's in- 
novation. I had been a member of the latter's 
church but unfortunately his teachings as a sys- 
tem lacked coherency. I'll never forgive the old 
king of Wirtemberg, however, and he a Protest- 
ant, mind you, for having exposed Rongeism so 
shamefully at Ulm, where at the very time plans 
had been laid and were ready to bring the Cath- 
olic Upland into the sect." 

"Circumstances have changed since," the mayor 
replied ; "the Oldcatholics are recognized as real 
Catholics by the State and in fact, are preferred 
to the latter." 

"Why not? Bismarck knows we are his best 
friends," the renegade answered; "therefore no 
matter how small our minority in a parish, we re- 
ceive half of the church rights and funds im- 
mediately. In Baden, Prussia, Bavaria, Hesse, 
some of the finest Catholic churches are in pos- 
session of our people." 

"Excepting in Wirtemberg," the captain inter- 
jected ; "I had bet twenty bottles Riesling that 
Wirtemberg would beat all the neighboring states 
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in Oldcatholic parishes— hang it— I lost. The 
kingdom has not a single church yet of the sect 
and probably will never have one; that beats the 
devil" 

"I think the king doesn't want any; he has in- 
herited the sluggish blood of his father and wish- 
es to remain on a peace footing with the Church 
and the bishop." 

"That may be, but even if it were otherwise, 
what could he do against the laws of the State; 
the fact is the people have no use for the sect — 
that is really the principal difficulty ; they are still 
too subservient to their 'parsons'— " 

"And the clergy in turn keep the people be- 
nighted," the professor added; "what can we do 
under such conditions? Your people here, on the 
other hand, seem so much brighter and more 
adaptable to my missionary plans." The flat- 
tery implied in these words worked like a charm 
upon the listeners. 

"Say, neighbor," the bookbinder asked the 
friend next to him, "don't you think we ought to 
look into this new religious movement? There's 
no risk in doing so!" 

"Not for you," was the answer, "because you 
have never all your life believed anything, — I'll 
have nothing to do with it; the speaker got up 
and left. Among the immediate followers of the 
delegate the response was very encouraging in- 
deed. The proposal of an improved Religion 
touched the vain fellows of his circle complacently. 
They looked at one another inquiringly, their eyes 
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and faces expressing the wish none dared to ut- 
ter. The mayor observed it all. "Gentlemen, 
once and for all, let me speak the decisive word," 
he said ; "I now attest that I'll cut away from anti- 
quated Rome and join the line of progress and the 
new order of things." 

"And I— ^and I — and I !" a chorus of voices 
shouted almost in unison. 

"Why, the whole Advisory Committee is gone 
Oldcatholic at once," the ex-captain grinned, 
"that's a victory unparalleled, let the devil take 
me! Prosit, Mr. Professor!" 

Toasts were proposed to the clinking of the 
crystals. The apostate inflated with success 
raised his glass : "Now then, I can say with 
Caesar: Veni, vidi — " 

That very instant the whole hall seemed aflame. 
"Fire! Fire!" the crowd in wildest commotion 
screamed. The gentlemen jumped from the plat- 
form and forsook the tables so that the professor 
with his glass still uplifted and his unfinished 
speech was left standing alone at his chair. It 
looked at first as if the tavern were afire, but 
this was not so. It was the large factory not far 
away. Everybody rushed thither. In the dark- 
ness of the night the captain fell in with the 
manufacturer, who was by no means in a hurry 
to reach the fire. The two looked at each other 
significantly. 

"Keep cool," the soldier whispered, "it's work- 
ing all right; none of the townspeople are in 
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condition to put it out; this helps you out of the 
muddle you were in." 

The factory burned to the ground. When the 
people were returning from the fire, Ash Wed- 
nesday morning had dawned. 

7. How Dorfstetten Became Oldcatholic 

In the second week of Lent one fourth of Dorf- 
stetten declared itself Oldcatholic. The masonic 
mayor led the secession ; excepting two members, 
the whole City Council followed him. 

The town's little partisan sheet made Prof. 
Reinken almost the equal of Christ and praised 
his adherents in a way so fulsome that the very 
patrons of the paper felt ashamed. Sectarian 
leaflets were sent from house to house; meetings 
were held to discuss and uphold the innovation, 
with a great deal of trumpeting on the side about 
successes which were mostly imaginary. 

The old captain, the bookbinder, the assistant 
forester, the sawyer, the hops-dealer, the two 
Real Estate agents, all of a sudden turned fana- 
tics for the "pure gospel." Even the Jews with 
their eye to business fell in line, and spoke of 
Reinken's first circular as "a very fine piece of 
writing," "a wonderful composition." It was 
said that one of them having been caught by a 
fellow Israelite eating a piece of roasted pork, 
justified himself by saying: "What of it, can't I 
eat what meat I please, since I am an oldcatholic 
Jew? Perhaps this is merely the invention of an 
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enemy of the Sectarians, just like this bon mot: 
An old Hebrew upon the invitation from the ex- 
soldier that he and his coreligionists join 
the Oldcatholics, replied : "What's the name ? Do 
we have to be baptized? Surely as good Chris- 
tians as the captain we are already." 

The Sectarians having handed in their appeal 
to the Government for the right of joint-use of 
the town church amd having received a speedy 
and favorable answer, — the mayor, who had so 
timed it as to make it applicable for the first time 
Easter day, — notified the Rev. Pastor of the 
order with the request that he make room in his 
church and share it with the Oldcatholics. 

The pastor had just returned from the church 
completely exhausted and was sitting at table 
with his assistant, and the chaplain. A police 
official handed him a letter. He opened it, read 
it silently and laid it by. He meant to keep the 
news to himself for one day at least in order not 
to deprive his Rev. Confreres of their Easter joy. 
But try as he would, he could not control himself. 
Beads of perspiration stood on his brow ; he bade 
the fathers to continue their dinner, then get- 
ting up, he begged to be excused, he wanted to 
rest. With an unsteady gait he walked towards 
his room. A few moments after, the housekeep- 
er wringing her hands rushed into the dining- 
room screaming : "In God's name— his Reverence 
is dying!" 

The Reverend Assistants hastened to the pas- 
tor's study; they found him unconscious on the 
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sofa, blood gushing from his mouth. An occa- 
sional groan came from his heaving breast; his 
tearless, staring eyes looked upward as if ap- 
pealing for help. 

The physician was called and came immediate- 
ly; he pronounced the case precarious but not 
necessarily fatal; the hemorrhage was stopped, 
and the priest was brought back to consciousness 
but he could not speak. When a question was 
put to him, he pointed to his throat as if to im- 
ply that answering would choke him. It was in- 
stantly noised about town that the priest 
had an apoplectic stroke. When the mayor, who 
was at The Crown, heard it, he smiled. The ex- 
soldier callously remarked : "Good for you ! The 
bomb has hit its mark ; when they come to bury 
the old man, I'll hitch my grays to the hearse." 

It is understood that after the venerable 
parish church had been profaned by the heretical 
minister and his people, all Catholic services 
ceased within the once hallowed precincts; for 
this reason the renegades became sole possessors 
of the edifice. 

The Catholic people were compelled to desert 
their church. Who will describe the sorrow of 
the faithful, the tears they shed, the condemna- 
tions they uttered against a law so radically un- 
just? One good, however, resulted from the ex- 
pulsion : The Catholics, whose majority was still 
as three to one, were now bound together as nev- 
er before by their common plight, and those who 
heretofore had been lukewarm or indifferent, 
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having been forcibly brought to realize their 
danger, became fervent and zealous for the fu- 
ture. The church was thronged to the doors for 
the farewell rites; the faithful were in mourn- 
ing. Pale as death,— but with eyes aflash with 
holy ardor, the priest ascended the pulpit. 

"It is a trial God sends us," he exclaimed, 
"and a terrible punishment; the same God has al- 
lowed it who in the Old Law permitted the Is- 
raelites and the Ark of the Covenant to fall into 
the hands of the Philistines. Let us ask ourselves 
why He has thus afflicted us; and when we have 
realized our guilt, let us better ourselves so as 
again to become worthy of His favor ! But do not 
delay your conversion — then only will our right 
sustain us, then only will that God help us Who 
created heaven and earth, Who still lives, and 
Who in His good time will attend also to the kings 
and lawgivers. He is our God and we are His 
people; He will assist us. For us will come the 
day as it came to King David when he jubilantly 
sang : 'Behold, we have heard that the Holy Ark of 
the Covenant is in Ephrata — I have found it in 
the groves of Kirjathearim' — even so will I with 
my flock live to see the hour when we will return 
to this sanctuary. Now then — fare thee well, O 
holy house, hallowed by the prayers of this 
parish, and thou, blessed altar and sacred lamp, 
and prized picture of the Virgin Mother, fare 
thee well!"— 

He stopped abruptly. Extending his arms to- 
ward the Main Altar, he cried out with a loud 
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voice: "Lord Jesus Christ, be mindful of Thy 
zeal for Thy Father's house and have mercy on 
us!" 

Overwhelmed with grief, he left the pulpit. 

"The groom who on his marriage day has lost 
his bride is not more sorrow-stricken than he to- 
day," one of the parishioners remarked pointing 
at the priest. "This is a mark of the good pastor 
who is espoused to his parish as to a bride and 
who is solicitous for his flock as a father for his 
family." 

Processionally the priest and his assistants 
moved from altar to altar stripping them and 
quenching the lights while singing the Peniten- 
tial Psalms. Having come to the central altar the 
priest took out the Blessed Sacrament, the server 
extinguished the lamp of the tabernacle, and the 
procession left the church wending its way to a 
little temporary chaipel where the faithful had 
prepared a new home for their Blessed God. The 
evening of that day the old church looked somber, 
forlorn and saddened as a widow in weeds; the 
gloom within was unrelieved by the holy altar 
light 

On the Sunday following thousands of worship- 
ers surrounded the little Catholic Chapel. 

"How was it artiong the Oldcatholics?" some 
one asked. 

"Interesting, soothing, agreeable. The sub- 
ject of the sermon was 'The Love and Triumph of 
Oldcatholicism,' the Mass in the vernacular was 
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tuneful, even inspiring for being accompanied 
with a quartet of brass instruments." 

"Was the Mass sung?" 

"Why, no — it was merely said ; the artists, dis- 
daining what help two or more screeching voices 
might have afforded, rendered an 'instrumental 
Mass/ the organist working in as Voluntaries 
some pretty variations on the song: 'Alas, and 
is it possibe?' by way of allusion to the ousted 
Catholics." 

"Well, well, — that argues deep devotion ; at all 
events, the church will suffer little wear and tear 
till we have it again," the interrogator concluded. 
This last answer may have displeased the listen- 
er, but if so, then not half as much as was the 
mayor offended with the gruff remark of a social- 
democrat: "For these gentlemen congregating 
in the 'monkey cage' the oldcatholic Religion may 
do — we in the common hall want none at all. 
Neither the old nor the new, is our demand." 

8. How the Prophecies of the Ex-Captain Work- 
ed Out 

"When they bury the grayhead, HI hitch my 
team to his hearse," the old soldier boasted in al- 
lusion to the priest, not long after the burning 
down of the factory Shrove Tuesday night. 

"The work was well done," he whispered to his 
friend upon that occasion, "I congratulate you on 
the insurance!" 
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But the Insurance Agents looked into the mat- 
ter somewhat more closely than the general pub- 
lic. They wanted the owner to tell them how it 
happened that the fire broke out all at once in 
different parts of the building, and how the oil- 
soaked rags which were found in the stairway 
were to be accounted for and also to explain this 
fact in the testimony of the firemen that some 
shelves had been found emptied of their goods in 
advance. Insurance Companies pay only when 
they must, therefore they were quick to contend 
that the fire was of incendiary origin and that 
there was a good reason for it on account of the 
wretched financial condition of the factory. The 
case was accordingly brought before court. The 
two defendants asked the mayor what to do about 
it. He hung his head, hemmed and hawed and 
then said : "If you have a shrewd lawyer, he will 
fix it so that you can swear safely." 

The face of the manufacturer lighted up with 
a malignant leer as on the night it reflected the 
incendiary fire. A fortnight later he and the caip- 
tain swore solemnly as witnesses against the 
Company, whereupon the latter were obliged to 
pay the heavy insurance and the costs of the trial. 
Notwithstanding the verdict against them, the 
acrents were not convinced and reopened the case. 
The suit had been in progress about two weeks 
when the evidence was so startling against the 
two defendants that the judge exclaimed: "Is 
it possible? Why, that was perjury !" 
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He waited awhile before pronouncing sentence. 
The ex-captain expecting to be arrested at any 
moment for his false oath, availed himself of the 
court's delay by charging his revolver and send- 
ing a bullet thru his breast. For two days he 
struggled with death; in this interval the priest 
visited him often and tried in every way possible 
to bring him to repentance but without result. The 
aged sinner remained impenitent. 

"Let me alone, I don't need any parson !" these 
were his last words ; turning his face to the wall, 
he died. Not to the priest's but to his own 
hearse the gray team was hitched a few days la- 
ter, conveying the body of the suicide to the com- 
mon cemetery for "Civil burying." It was a 
dismal funeral procession. By order of the 
mayor the bells of the profaned Catholic Church 
tolled as was customary, but the people said 
their sound was soulless and discordant; as a mat- 
ter of course the charter members of The Crown, 
of the Reformed Library Association, and of the 
Glee Club, with banners furled and craped fol- 
lowed the corpse; but no priest was present, no 
prayer was said, no hymn was sung, no blessing 
given. 

"Attention, present arms!" that was all, as the 
body was lowered into the grave. There was no 
comfort for the sobbing wife and children. The 
crowd looked on impassively. 

As part of the funeral rites a stranger in dress 
suit with a white tie and gloves now stepped for- 
ward and declaimed to the crowd how possible it 
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is to die without priest and Church even in the 
case of a very religious man, for surely no one 
could deny this claim to the deceased simply be- 
cause he had refused to pray as the "parson" 
mumbled or to do as the latter commanded. 

In this strain he continued till even the mayor 
got tired of the endless repetitions. As a relief, 
the latter raised his eyes and mustered the as- 
sembly of the morbidly curious. Suddenly he 
nudged his neighbor and in a whisper inquired : 
"Who is that girl up there at the window?" He 
pointed to the gable of a large house just out- 
side the cemetery walls at the upper window of 
which a maiden, the very picture of innocence and 
beauty, was looking down gravely upon the bur- 
ial scene. 

"That is Martha, the beautiful niece of the tav- 
erner, here on a visit/' 

The first speaker was thru at last; he was suc- 
ceeded by the oldcatholic clergyman who, "not in 
the name of his sect," he said, "but as a personal 
friend of the deceased," wished to sipeak him a 
"last farewell." 

"To hear these men, you'd think they were pro- 
posing toasts at the Glee Club," one of the by- 
standers muttered. 

The haranguing was not yet over. A third 
young man, a young laborer stepped to the fore. 
Like his fellows behind him, he wore a red badge 
on his coat lapel ; in his right hand he held a 
wreath trailing a long crimson ribbon. "While 
placing upon his grave this testimony of our es- 
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teem let me remark," the workingman shouted, 
'that the deceased wtas the first one of our town 
who dared to die without any religious rites. 
Thou departed one, we crown thee according- 
ly! 'Eat and drink, for to-morrow you 
die/ is the truth thy death proclaims; 
no hereafter, no reunion !" Looking at the 
crowd with blazing eyes he repeated: "Yes; 
that is what his death stands for, and if you 
speakers land friends are honest, you will bear 
witness to this truth. Three cheers for Free 
Thought!" He stepped back and was lost in the 
crowd. 

"That was rather insolent!" the mayor, re- 
marked, put out by the terrible speech of the 
hairbrained youth. The Glee Club sang, "Mute 
in death the singer sleeps," after which the peo- 
ple dispersed. 

One man in the throng was heard to say: "It 
is well, we now see the goal we are drifting to- 
ward. Alas! so low have we fallen, that even by 
the side of an open grave we deny God and eter- 
nity!" 

This ends the story of the burial of the old 
captain. 

9. What Bertha Had Been Doing in the Meantime 
In the room of the parish priest, Bertha, the 
Crown-taverner's daughter stood weeping and 
pleading: "Reverend Pastor, come, come im- 
mediately to visit father, I assure you, sickness has 
changed him entirely." 
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"And your prayers, good child," the priest in- 
terrupted ; "I know he's changed, I know it ; yes, 
yes, I'll come right away." 

"He is already prepared," Bertha added; "the 
past fourteen days Martha and I have read the 
prayers aloud and said the Mass devotions and at 
last he joined in. He said to me of his own ac- 
cord. 'Bertha, I'll soon need the priest/ I im- 
mediately replied: 'but not the oldcatholic one?' 
to which he answered: 'No, no, the right one, 
our own! I was a fool to go with the Sectarians, 
but then, I never really meant it/ You will find 
that my father is not as bad as people believe 
him. Many a time he left the apostate crowd and 
coming into the kitchen remarked : They're go- 
ing too far out there;' nor did he go back to them. 
Old Mrs. Schuler will tell you that dozens of 
times he put a sausage or a few pounds of meat 
into her basket with the request: 'Granny, pray 
an Our Father for me, I seldom say one/ Every 
day of his sickness he has asked me to give alms 
to the poor; and indeed what I give to them is 
by far more than I give to the doctor and the 
druggist. Our good Lord will not despise even 
this little charity. And — " 

"That's all right, my child," the priest again 
interrupted, "I gladly believe you, and I will go 
this very moment." Bertha left. The priest fell 
on his knees and with tears streaming from his 
eyes thanked God. 

Within a quarter of an hour he was attending 
the taverner, who was half reclining in an arm- 
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chair suffering terribly from shortness of breath. 
Once the very picture of health, this strong man 
was now sallow, emaciated, frightened and tor- 
tured with fear of suffocation. 

The (pastor approached him slowly. 
"God — bless — you — Reverend— Father — " was 
his labored greeting; "have— pity — on me — al- 
so — " he sobbed aloud. Perhaps he thought of the 
dayis when he was in robust health. The priest 
spoke to him consolingly; Bertha and her cousin 
Martha slipped from the room, so that the peni- 
tent and his spiritual physician might be alone. 

"Will God forgive me?" the sick man asked af- 
ter a little while, — " 'tis true, I led an evil life, I 
joined the Sectarians ; while I was well, I did all 
I could against the Church — God must be merci- 
ful, awful, awful merciful, to pardon and take 
to heaven one like me." 

Comfort is readily given to one who sees and 
acknowledges his errors. Where there is contri- 
tion, absolution will follow. On the morning af- 
ter the interview the sick man made his Confes- 
sion and was readmitted into the Church. This 
was the day following the ex-captain's burial. The 
notorious conclave of apostates were assembled 
as usual in the wine-i'oom of The Crown. As a 
matter of course, the tavernerte sickness was dis- 
cussed and more especially the "Roman" priest's 
visit to the inn, who at that very moment was try- 
ing to bring the sick man "around." 

"Let me give the old man upstairs a tune of 
my own," the sawyer loudly exclaimed. Seizing 
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a big whip he went out into the yard and began 
unmercifully to whale the powerful watchdog. 
Instantly the furious bellowing of the chained 
brute resounded thru the house. The gentle- 
men smiled at one another suggestively. Upstairs 
the two girls were kneeling beside the sick man's 
bed while the .priest with the Blessed Sacrament 
in his hand prayed with a trembling voice : "Be- 
hold the Lamb of God, Who taketh away the sins 
of the world — " the words were hardly audible 
for the cracking of the whip and the howling of 
the dog. Martha, the niece of the taverner, got 
up to stop the noise. From the stairs below she 
saw the miscreant — the sawmill owner. Her 
face flushed with indignation. 

"That is contemptible," she said to the 
scoundrel. This very moment the mayor was 
passing thru the yard. She did not notice that 
he gave the fellow an approving wink. Artless- 
ly she turned to him begging that he force the 
sawyer to quit. 

The mayor's eyes sparkled with delight. 
"With greatest pleasure, Miss Martha, will I do 
your bidding," he most obligingly replied. 

Going up to the mill-man he said : "You better 
stop that trick, the old man up stairs threatens to 
call for the police." 

"Very well," he answered with a last jerk to 
his whip that sounded like a pistol-shot, "this will 
do." 

The mayor quickly returned to the hallway and 
again faced the girl. She thanked him for his 
kindness. 
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"Miss Martha," he said, "I would do anything 
to please you;" before the maiden got over her 
astonishment at this effusive reply, he pressed her 
hand and went in. The girl blushing all over 
went rushing upstairs. 

"I wonder if he meant it?" a voice within her 
asked seductively. The guileless creature was 
not aware that she had been approached by the 
tempter and that what she felt was a result. No 
doubt, an orphan girl with money, education and 
beauty was worthy of any man or mayor — but 
was this mayor deserving of her? Unfortunately 
Martha was not Bertha. She was innocent, mor- 
al, pious but somewhat imaginative, too impres- 
sionable and lacking in judgment; therefore that 
was to come about which ought never to have hap- 
pened. 

Eight days after the priest's first visit the 
taverner lay a-dying. In the presence of the 
pastor he took the hand of Bertha his only 
child, and placing it in George's said in a gasp- 
ing whisper: "George, make her happy — and 
keep The Crown a decent tavern — do it better 
than I have done. Stand by the priest and order 
those gentlemen below from the inn. This is my 
— will," the dying man insisted, — "they down- 
stairs will bring you no blessing! Come now!" 
He placed his hand in blessing upon the heads of 
the betrothed and signed them on the forehead 
with the cross. 

Then he beckoned Martha — "Remain as you are 
—don't let any one deceive you; the world is 
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much worse than you imagine. Bertha and 
George will always be your good friends." 

Her face colored a crimson red. 

"Don't leave me, Reverend Father," the man 

begged, "—with me— stay ! pray ! pray loud V 

the death rattle had set in. 

The priest began the solemn prayers for the 
dying: "Depart, thou Christian soul—" 

Suddenly the dying man raised his head; 
something consoling had crossed his mind. "Many 
sins— many sins — I have— com— but I have nev- 
er blasphemed"— he struggled to say; "thou art 
witness — Holy Angel Guardian — I have never- 
said a word against the Mother of God— God will 
be mere — " 

His eyes broke, his mouth opened, his 
lips became numb. — "Blessed — Jesus — Mary — " 
he breathed his last. 

Thus died the landlord of The Crown. The 
priest gently withdrew his hand from the tight 
grasp of the dead, while Bertha weeping extin- 
guished the blessed candle and closed her fa- 
ther's eyes. 

"Eternal rest grant unto him, 0 Lord!" the 
pastor on his knees began praying. Upon leaving 
the house he added: "Thru Thy infinite mercy, 
Lord, grant a happy death to all his friends !" 

10. More Enlightenment, Buildings, Money and 
More Debts, With a Marriage in the Bargain 
On a certain day a high Government official of 

the district to which Dorfstetten belonged, re- 
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ceived a letter which read : "Dear and trusted 
Brother Mason! The 'Rat-catcher* reiports that 
his prestige must be added to in some way if he is 
to make a successful stand against a growing op- 
position. In the name of the lodge we beg Your 
Excellency therefore to do what you can for our 
distressed brother. With fraternal regard- 
stamped with the triangle." 

It was five weeks later that the Governor ex- 
pressed a wish to travel over his district and, by 
the way, to vteit Dorf stetten. The mayor inform- 
ed his colleagues of the great event. The official 
must be welcomed with a grand celebration; he 
would be present at the dedication of their new 
palatial school. It was decreed, not without some 
opposition of course, that in the prince's honor 
a new Court House should be built, a new street 
be opened, a museum be started and an Improve-, 
ment Joint-Stock Company organized. Moreover, 
it was ordered that the city's waterfront should 
be reconstructed upon a grand scale and beauti- 
fied. But where were the millions required to 
come from? It was on account of these and 
other such unreasonable and extravagant plans 
that the mayor's opponents became stronger and 
more numerous every day. The citizens got to 
see that their mayor was not a dutiful servant 
and executor of their wishes but a tyrannical 
stranger who did as he pleased. 

This stranger, however, was a shrewd and 
glib talker, who knew how to override objections 
and impediments. He drew attention to the 
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riches which these improvements would bring 
the town, the glory, the credit, and asserted that 
those who would come after him would thank 
him, etc. 

The buildings were begun, a Lottery to help 
them on was organized. The vicious little party 
paper in a fulsome way lauded every word of the 
man whom it servilely served, and ignored or 
ridiculed the objections of those who apposed 
him. 

Jokingly the mayor remarked to the editor : "If 
you are short of arguments in my cause, all 
you've got to do instead is merely to insert tir- 
ades against the ultramontanes, Roman intri- 
gues, medieval darkness, jesuitical and priestly 
machinations — such substitutions will serve my 
interests as well as any with my good Philistines." 

The venal newsman acted accordingly. Except- 
ing now and then to refute the bold misstate- 
ments and calumnies of the paiper, the pastor kept 
to the rear. 

"It is a trial," he said, "which we must stand 
like the Jews their Captivity in Babylon ; the 
visitation will end when God determines." 

Still, before this consummation so devoutly 
wished should come to pass, the good pastor was 
to endure another blow. 

The Crown, under George the new master, 
was quickly and thoroughly rid of the renegades. 
The liberal congregation sought a domicile else- 
where. One of the old lot, however, kept up his 
visits — the mayor. 
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He came as before, not because he befriended 
The Crown but for the sake of Martha the orphan. 
His wooing unfortunately, was successful. The 
girl soon felt ill at ease when he failed to turn up 
at the usual hour. She had been fascinated by his 
words; the books he lent her did the rest; the 
prospects of the mayor were therefore promising 
indeed. Martha was changed under his influence; 
she had become moody, dreamy and reticent, she 
was even a riddle to herself. Advised by her se- 
ducer she kept her heart-affair concealed from 
every one and especially from Bertha. Her child- 
ish ignorance led her into the trap and held her 
there. Little by little the masonic friend withdrew 
her from the Sacraments and from prayer. Once 
the pride of the Young Ladies' Sodality, she made 
little of it now under the tutoring of the deceiver. 

It was a fortnight before the Governor's visit. 
"Martha," said the mayor to her, "for that occa- 
sion I have chosen you among all the maidens 
who will turn out, to welcome and present a beau- 
tiful bouquet to the lady of the Governor." 

"But — oh! — how can I!" Martha, with cheeks 
suffused and bubbling over with joy, exclaimed; 
"no, that is singling me out beyond merit; there 
are others more worthy." 

"I know that, Martha," the tempter whispered, 
"but I have selected you because I love you." 

The maiden inclined her head ashamed to look 
up and, on the other hand, unwilling to leave. 
She stood silent and unnerved ; then did the may- 
or with honeyed words plead for her hand; in an 
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almost inaudible tone she whispered "yes;" the 
word was hardly spoken, when she fled as if she 
had done something wrong. She meant to tell 
Bertha immediately about it but an indescrib- 
able feeling withheld her, so that for the mean- 
time her engagement to the mayor remained a 
secret. 

The great gala day was at hand. In the pres- 
ence of an immense concourse of people, at the 
very height of the festivity, Martha stepped 
forth, saluted and handed the highborn lady a 
bouquet and then in turn, while presenting a 
golden goblet to her consort, spoke the festive 
toast. Never before did she look so beautiful. 
Virginal youth and childish innocence had 
transfigured her with their charms. Graciously 
the prince offered her his hand, the princess with 
equal grace pressed the child to her bosom. 

At the evening banquet just after the ball, 
when the mayor, who had been decorated by the 
prince in person, presented the maiden to the no- 
ble couple as his bride, Martha's happiness was 
full to overflowing. The princely visitors were the 
first to congratulate. 

"This is the most beautiful day of my life," she 
whispered to her betrothed. 

"And of mine too," he replied; "my goal has 
been reached." 

Bertha grew pale as death and George began 
to frown when they heard of the engagement. 

"Why did you not tell me about it?" he asked 
his wife. "Never anymore will I trust the Rat- 
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catcher," he continued without waiting for a re- 
ply. "I would rather see her dead than united 
to that fellow." 

The priest felt as if paralyzed at the news. He 
soliloquized: "So it is: Nolite confidere in 
principibus, — confide not in those at the head — 
none did I trust more than her, and behold, she 
is now to many the worst enemy of our Holy 
Church in this town! May God forgive her and 
her seducer!" 

"In a limitless sea of light, of honor, and of 
happiness, our town has shone and basked the 
last few days." — This is an excerpt from the 
daily paper. 

"Yes, indeed, an illumination it was, but like 
that of a man who for the sake of light sets his 
house afire;" so reasoned at least some of the 
citizens ; "our town has seen its best days." 

They were right. The Rat-catcher had brought 
the stupid burghers to the river's brink ; singing, 
laughing, dancing, they were hurrying to their 
doom. 

11. The Stone on Its Downward Course 

"The power he holds from God is great and 
greatly does he abuse it," the pastor of Dorf stet- 
ten observed upon being apprised by George that 
Martha agreed to an oldcatholic marriage. "Thy 
will be done ; I will not ctease to lift up my hand 
in prayer in behalf of my parish." 
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"The power he holds from God, Reverend Fa- 
ther," George replied, "is not as great anymore 
as it was; many are secretly siding with you. 
The sectarian preacher by his behavior is making 
himself the laughing-stock of the people. On 
Whitsunday hardly a dozen of his followers at- 
tended church, and on Pentecost Monday the 
place was closed up. But what is turning the 
people most of all against the mayor is the grow- 
ing municipal debt. He has outdone the very 
Prince of Wales in extravagant spending. Exten- 
sive Waterworks are now in course of erection — 
they who elected the stranger must foot the bills 
whether they like it or not. His clique 
moreover, is speculating with the town's money ; 
there will soon be a rude awakening for us all." 

"No doubt, no doubt," the priest replied, "but 
if any real improvement is to come, it must be- 
gin from within; prayer and good example will 
help. In this Respect — " 

"In this respect, Your Reverence, we have in 
you a pattern. As regards good example — I would 
offer a suggestion, if I did not fear that some 
might ascribe it to a selfish motive on my part." 

"There is not much danger as to that." 

"Well then, Rev. Pastor, in four weeks there 
will be the great "Catholic Day" in the Capital. 
Might it not be feasible to invite the Assembly 
by way of an excursion to visit our town? If we 
could entertain that vast concourse of Catholics 
even for a few hours it would be a grand thing 
for our poor parishioners." 
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"George— that suggestion is worth a thousand 
florins," the priest replied ; "I am acquainted with 
the Committee, and I will beg until it grants me 
this request." 

The proposal was made and accepted. On 
a beautiful autumn day the garden of The Crown 
Inn was alive with guests. The townspeople ob- 
served them with curiosity. 

"See, our priest seated on the platform next 
to Bishop Ketteler," they remarked, "next to the 
Chairman and the nobility." 

"Here comes Windthorst and Schorlemer— the 
latter stately and tall as an oak by the side of 
whom our mayor would appear a mere pigmy!" 

Of a sudden there was silence. The crowd got 
up. Bishop Ketteler came forward to the railing 
of the platform. He uncovered his head and with 
a loud voice said: "Blessed be Jesus Christ!" 

The people answered : "For ever and ever. 
Amen." 

"In the name of the Catholic visitors here as- 
sembled and in my own name, I express to you 
citizens of Dorfstetten and coreligionists, our 
appreciation of and thanks for the generous wel- 
come you have shown us upon this occasion of 
our excursion to your town. In return 
for your hospitality I wish you all possible 
blessings and a share in the benefits 
of our ^Catholic-Day/ If you ask me what 
these blessings are, I answer: The restoration 
or reanimation, as the case may be, of your faith, 
of yotfr Catholic life, the reopening to you of the 
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sacramental channels whence alone all peace and 
happiness flow into every state and condition of 
life! No other foundation will support public, 
civil, family life, but that which was laid by Jesus 
Christ. The faith, the Religion of your holy 
Church, can alone secure for you permanent hap- 
piness; without Religion permanent happiness 
is impossible. Princes and rulers without Reli- 
gion become tyrants; officials, selfish despots; 
judges, partisans; teachers, seducers of the 
young; priests, perverters of the people; parents, 
corrupters of their children; the rich become 
heartless epicures, the workmen rebellious, the 
poor hopelessly miserable, the dying end in de- 
spair! A man without Religion is generally a 
man without a conscience! The worst enemies of 
the country are those who seek to deprive the 
simple people of their faith! To fight and to de- 
stroy these enemies is the object of 'Catholic- 
Day/ That hospitable Dorfstetten by sharing in 
this noble work may purchase for itself peace and 
happiness — may God grant !" 

"I swear, he speaks like a man with authority," 
the citizens whispered one to another ; "what he 
said fitted us exactly!" 

An immense crowd collected at the waterfront 
to see the visitors off ; silently and with uncovered 
heads the people bid adieu to the bishop and the 
distinguished guests as they passed between ser- 
ried ranks to the two boats. When all were 
aboard, a voice from the deck shouted forth: 
"Three cheers for the people of Dorfstetten !" 
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With the blare of trumpets and a chorus of vocif- 
erous cheers the excursionists responded. 

Then from the shore some one called out : "In 
return three cheers for our noble guests who 
were as a beacon light in our midst!" 

Instantly the flames of a huge Bengal fire leap- 
ed to the very skies, the while tumultuous cheers 
resounded from the shore in farewell to the 
steamers, which, transfigured by the gala 
light, were majestically sailing away. The band 
on board the ship began to play. Till far up the 
stream the Dorf stetters heard and were charmed 
by the grand chorus of voices and instruments : 

"Come, speed we a greeting to Eternal Rome, 
To the heart that for us beats 'neath St. Peter's 
Dome. 

Tis the faint-hearted, quail 
When storms rave and shock, 
For the Church can not fail 
Which Christ built on a rock. 
The minions of darkness can nothing prevail 
'Gainst Christ and His Vicar but to threaten 
and mock." 

The refrain from the visitors breasting the 
current, was wafted back to their religious breth- 
ren on shore. 

A long time the townspeople stood watching 
the outgoing steamers from which ever and anon 
a rocket went blazing upward to the dark sky. 
Then suddenly piercing the somber canopy of 
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heaven the evening star shone out clear and bril- 
liant and was reflected by the placid sea. From 
afar the sweet melodies borne by the wind to 
eager ears might still be heard: "Thou Star of 
the Sea!— 0 Virgin blessed !— Mother Mary!" 

Slowly, sweetly, the harmonies died away, 
blending with, and absorbed by, the lapping waves 
and the sighing wind; the boats had dis- 
appeared behind the curtain of night. 

Silently, mutely the people returned to town. 

"I feel homesick," one of the citizens remarked. 

Another said : "This day was ,a sermon to me 
more effective than fifty from a pulpit." 

"Say," some of the others added, "I think that 
after all, it was more beautiful and devotional in 
our old church." 

12. The Last Carnival and What Buns Were 
Baked Thereat 

"Such a comedy we can also play," said the 
mayor in mocking allusion to "Catholic-Day." 
Shrove-Tide was fixed as the time for the mum- 
mery. "Dorfstetten shall never forget this carni- 
val as long as its walls stand." 

In the morning Martha was married to the 
mayor with oldcatholic rites. Pale as death she 
pronounced the "I will;" what she felt in the 
depth of her soul at the time no one, of course, 
knew. Henceforth she was the Lady Mayoress. 
A procession of masqueraders enlivened the early 
afternoon. Immediately following upon this, a 
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comedy was Btaged on the square facing the. old- 
catholic church. To the rear of the platform a 
covered four-cornered structure topped with a 
conical cap could be seen. What surprise might 
it conceal? The play began; the piece was en- 
titled : The Rat-catcher of Hameln Town. 

In truth, Dorfstetten was about to mimic its 
own madness. It was this the mayor had in view. 
Close beside him in the place of honor sat the 
Master Mason from Munich who had been 
specially invited to witness the show of this de- 
luded city's shame. The two intriguers looked at 
each other and laughed when they heard the 
audience wildly applaud the players, who in the 
guise of children, of lads and maidens, yea, of old 
men and women, in bevies of ten, twenty, thirty, 
were madly dancing to the piper's tune! What 
jubilation! Surging back and forth in rhyth- 
mic step, by gradual retreat they were ap- 
proaching the mimic mountain. All of a sudden 
the mountain gaped — now came the surprise. 
Within the cavern so disclosed, a bulky marble 
statue stood enhaloed in a sea of Bengal fire, — that 
same obscene artistic work which the priest had 
rejected some years before; around it the infat- 
uated dupes continued to dance and sing. 
The mayor of his own accord had ordered 
that the Venus statue be sent secretly to Dorfstet- 
ten. Its emplacement and public presentation to 
the city was reserved for the evening as a climax 
to the festivities. The mountain closed upon the 
idiots, the play was over. This closing scene of 
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the last act was applauded with reserve. Many 
of the citizens found it rather daring. Only 
among the lowest class was there shouting and 
clapping of hands. 

The mayor stepped to the front and said : 'That 
superb figure in marble which you have seen un- 
veiled in the play, has been presented to our town 
by one of our own grateful sons whose creation 
it is. In the name of the city I have accepted it ; 
in the city's interest I will have it set up in a 
prominent place and will care for and guard it as 
long as I can. Success and honor to our fair city !" 

The cheers of the crowd in response to the 
mayor's speech could not compare even remotely, 
however, in volume and enthusiasm, with the 
tumultuous farewell demonstration of the excur- 
sionists on "Catholic-Day." 

The stage slides fell and now more than ever 
the nude figure of Venus stood uipon its pedestal 
a scandal to all decent people. 

"Lord God in heaven, Protector of the innocent, 
regard Thy children and save them from the in- 
fection of this altar of Baal !" this was the prayer 
of the priest who happened to pass the place at 
the time. He was on his way to the little emerg- 
ency chapel. In this modest house of God devout 
souls with some Sisters of Charity in their midst, 
were night and day beseeching Jesus in the Bless- 
ed Sacrament to spare, to pardon, to convert, to 
save the town. 

As the gentle, sobbing waves, will by their con- 
tinual lapping soften and crumble even the 
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hardest rock, so did the ceaseless murmur with- 
in the chapel that might have attracted the casu- 
al passer-by, of prayers wafted skyward in be- 
half of the unfortunate town, mellow and dis- 
pose to mercy the heart of «God. 

It was night— the banquet and mask-ball were 
at their height. The votaries of the dance 
thronged the hall. The mayor was there of 
course, with his young bride. With a serious and 
troubled face he was speaking not to her but to 
his colleagues around him. 

Disquieting news had come in over the wires 
from Paris and Vienna. Neither he nor his wife 
noticed the approaching of a pair of masks who 
were being followed by an inquisitive crowd. 

Stationing themselves behind the chair of the 
mayor, the one enveloped in a bedsheet asked the 
other why it was he appeared so poor and in rags? 

To this question the second one, who was all in 
tatters and dressed like a scare-crow, replied: 
"Because I am masquerading the city-treasury." 

There was a burst of laughter from the crowd. 
The mayor quickly looked around, but angry as 
he was, he was compelled to join in the hilarity 
to save his face. 

"If that is so," the first clown continued, "then 
I wish to see the hole thru which all the money has 
slipped." 

"Go to the new Waterworks," the other retort- 
ed, "there you will see what you are looking for." 
"To the Waterworks?" 
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"Yes, indeed, for as often as I pass there I hear 
the couplet sung: 

'"Basta!" screech the pumps, 'Enough!' 
As up and down the waters rush, 

'We've water but not gold enough.' " 

A storm of applause followed. 

"But who are you, the 'scare-crow' asked the 
'ghost.' " 

"I am the shade of a great grandfather who for 
the present is without a home." 
"How is that?" 

"The gentlemen in the wine-room of The Crown 
have done away with eternity, therefore I am 
without a habitation. When such mighty genius- 
es as the mayor and his clique say there is 
neither a heaven nor a hell, surely it must be so. 
Hence I have returned to earth." 

"But what do you intend to do henceforth?" 

"I would like to get a little job around town." 

"Have you an uncle or a cousin?" 

"No, but I'll call on the Liberals." 

"They've got all they can do just now to help 
themselves ; you better look around for a private 
position." 

"Where will I find one?" 

"Rent the oldcatholic church-grounds ; there is 
grass enough on the place to keep a few cows." 

To all this raillery the mayor dared not reply. 
The listeners hooted and shouted. 
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"The caws might get away. I would rather be 
a night-watchman from twelve till one; quietness 
is most congenial to me." 

"You're mistaken there. That is the very hour 
when the adepts of enlightenment are most busy. 
Now then, I'll tell you. Ask the City Council to 
appoint you their tutelary spirit. They're badly 
wanting in spirit.' 

'That will do !" the furious mayor interrupted 
the dialogue. 

A muttering ensued that boded ill. "Strangers, 
masquerade your parts as you please!" a voice 
from the rear called out. 

The sheeted ghoet attacked the scare-crow 
again : "Say, tell me, of what use to you now is 
the empty city-coffer?" 

The questioner looked out of the window every 
now and then with expectancy. 

Before the last question could be answered a 
messenger stepped into the hall with a telegram 
which he handed to the City Treasurer. The lat- 
ter paled as he read it with apparent unconcern. 
Glancing rapidly over the shoulder of the treasur- 
er the sheeted ghost scanned the message and 
blandly inquired: "Does it concern you, Sir?" 

The mask had read it all, he knew and under- 
stood what it was that so dazed the receiver. With 
an innocent mien the clown asked his fellow mask : 
"Can you tell me what that marble image typifies 
or stands for, which was publicly presented to our 
city to-day?" 
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"It is a symbolical figure, you know; the nude 
statue represents our town as it is now under 
the present regime — completely stripped." 

"Who is responsible for this stripping?" 

"None else but that stranger, the Rat-catcher!" 
was the curt reply. 

"That's enough-Hpolice!" the mayor called, out 
of his mind with fury. 

Bang! A flash, then the boom of an explosion. 
The silence of death followed. 

"What was that?" the mayor leaping to his feet 
inquired. 

"The inevitable crash !" a terrible voice thun- 
dered in reply. "Ye men, follow me!" The hall 
was cleared in a minute. The mayor, too, with 
his bride went out to see. "Where was the ex- 
plosion ?" a policeman asked. 

"The Venus statue was blown up !" So it was. 
The low pedestal blackened by the powder charge 
was left intact and half buried by the frag- 
ments of the marble figure. 

With a face hard to describe the mayor viewed 
the wreckage; his bride hung on his arm limp 
and listless. 

Excepting for the treasurer, the hall was de- 
serted. He in an idiotic way sat in a chair star- 
ing at the telegram which lay on the floor at his 
feet. 

"The game is up," he said in a guttural tone. 
Upon the instigation of the mayor he had speculat- 
ed in the Stock Market with the money of the 
town— every penny even to the last, had been stak- 
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ed and every penny to the last had been lost. 

The Justice of God was holding court with the 
corrupters and despoilers of Dorfstetten. 

13. A Cleaning Out 

Because thirteen is an unlucky number this 
story must have thirteen chapters. The catastro- 
phe that ensued might have been inferred from 
what has already been related, but unlike that 
treasurer and his chief of the liberal camp, we 
prefer to give a smooth and full accounting. We 
will therefore take a look back into Chapter 
Fourth. The henchmen of the mayor who as- 
sembled in the "monkey cage" are therein re- 
corded. What about these gentlemen to-day? Not 
one of them has been re-elected to the council. The 
Head Teacher is more in honor than ever; the 
bookseller who was afraid to say either yes or no, 
has lost his Catholic customers; they prefer to 
deal with the new bookbinder who is a good, 
thorough Christian ; the manufacturer is a bank- 
rupt and has disappeared ; his assistant is dead. 
The sawyer lost his house and home; the shoe- 
maker fared better than the rest; he saw his mis- 
take in time and turned back; every morning 
you'll find him at early Mass and, mark you, at 
Mass in the old parish church. George and his 
father are the mast respected and representative 
members of the new City Council. 
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These changes came about very rapidly. After 
the wretched City Treasurer had been locked up 
on Ash-Wednesday and the town had been dis- 
graced thruout the Province on account of its 
bankruptcy of a million and a half, then at last the 
townspeople began to see and to think for them- 
selves. In proportion as they bad idolized the 
mayor and his clique before, they hated him and 
his followers now. As is customary in such a 
case, the people blamed him and his creatures 
simply and solely for all the harm that had been 
done the town without avowing any responsibil- 
ity on their own part, and this despite the fact 
that they of their own will had placed him and 
the miscreants in office. 

The liberal council was accordingly thrown 
out and good Christians chosen in their stead. A 
new paper, 'The Center," was started. The 
Catholic Pius and Literary Association did great 
work in again directing public opinion onward 
and upward. Of course, what had been done 
could not be undone. The moneys were gone, the 
large buildings and additions remained unten- 
anted, the establishments, without a purpose; the 
godless youth were running wild, and the town 
was still split into factions; many of the citizens 
were embittered and ruined, the city was impover- 
ished and left without honor or credit — these evils 
" could not be remedied at once : 

"As up and down the waters rush 
They bring no money back to us," 
the scare-crow justly observed. 
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And the Oldcatholics? and the mayor? what 
of them? 

One afternoon, a short time ago, a lone travel- 
er got off at the large, handsome Passenger 
Station of Dorf stetten. As the story is to end with 
this chapter, we cannot specially introduce him. 

The visitor was met on the platform by the 
parish priest. Many years of severe trial had 
left their tell-tale furrows on the aged pastor, but 
to-day he talked and walked with the vigor of 
youth. "Welcome, a thousand times welcome, tried 
and good friend," he greeted the traveler; "now 
indeed will the festival be grand and complete!" 

To which the. friend most cordially replied : 
"Yes, and if I had been in California — to this cele- 
bration I would have come in regard for you. For 
what day could be happier or more blessed than 
the one to-morrow upon which you will take re- 
possession of your church?" 

"True it is, and observe how the citizens re- 
spond. Ever since the day when by official decree 
the church was returned to us, the parishioners 
have been feverishly active renovating and deco- 
rating it inside and out. They will outdo even 
Corpus Christi Day for the occasion, to judge 
from the wealth of flowers, wreaths, garlands, in- 
scriptions, shrubs, trees, triumphal arches — and 
what not, which they have brought. The church 
is literally concealed and buried under a load of ex- 
ternal glory. The preacher left day before yes- 
terday for good; fully five-sixths of his one-time 
adherents have returned to the Church; what the 
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other sixth will do, I don't know. There are not 
more than two dozen in all." 

The pastor and his friend walked down the 
platform together. The whistle blew and the 
train pulled out of the station. 

That very moment a young woman emerging 
from a recess of the building appeared on the 
walk. She was dressed in black, her beautiful face 
was wan and pale, her eyes glowed with the fire 
of lunacy. An inexpressible woe enmantled her 
childish countenance. As the express was pass- 
ing, she scrutinized coach after coach uttering a 
sob, an agonizing moan, and limply dropping her 
arms, she stood motionless, watching the depart- 
ing train. 

"Who is that?" the stranger asked. 

"It is an insane woman. Day after day for six 
years she has been coming to the station with the 
expectation of welcoming her husband who had 
basely deserted her. Each time she comes with 
hope renewed that the train will and must bring 
him. She is harmless and therefore the authori- 
ties leave her alone." 

"Who is she? She seems to be quite young and 
of good family." 

"The people have nicknamed her the "Dorf stet- 
ten Symbol," he replied, "and with truth. They 
say that a godless Liberalism has treated the town 
exactly as this faithless husband has treated his 
wife, — having with deceit and force won and 
ruined her, he consigned her by his cowardly 
flight to a solitary life of misery and woe." 
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"An appalling picture indeed," was the visi- 
tor's comment. 

"But more appalling still," the pastor added, 
"in the circumstance that the poor crazed woman 
is none other than Martha, the wife of our form- 
er mayor who brought disaster upon our town. 
It was only a couple of days after the marriage 
that he absconded with nearly the whole of her 
dowry. In consequence Martha was stricken 
down with a fever and having been reconciled to 
the Church was prepared for death. She recover- 
ed, however — but her mind was gone. The doc- 
tors give little hope that she will ever be cured." 

The insane woman came up to the gentlemen. 

"Rev. Father, have you not seen him?" she ask- 
ed with trusting simplicity. 

"No, Martha ; come, let us go home — Bertha will 
be expecting you." 

"Yes, yes, — all right," she replied walking 
slowly by their side ; "surely he'll come tho, will 
he not?" 

"Compose yourself, Martha, you must wish 
only what God wishes ; some day you'll meet him 
again — in judicio, on Judgment-day," he whisper- 
ed to himself. 

"Yes, yes — yes, yes," the demented girl replied 
as before. 

Herewith we close this story, consigning the 
Rat-catcher of Hameln to the fate that is in 
store for him. 
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Part First 

"A Witch" on Witches 

No building in the whole of the pretty little 
country town — which, by the way, we'll name 
Thalstadt— was more beautifully situated than the 
old hospital. It was a right-angular structure sur- 
rounded by a garden and stood on a prominence 
that overlooked the parish church near-by, the 
river, the valley and the village streets below ; a 
series of wooded bluffs to the rear protected it 
against the north wind. 

One wing of the house faced the rising sun, an- 
other, the south. The luxuriant garden smiling 
upward at the sparkling windows, was surround- 
ed by a protecting wall which was rankly over- 
grown with vines and fancy bushes. Altho 
you could look down upon the town and over the 
valley and could scan the terraced slopes dotted 
with farms and villages and scarred with roads, 
up to the peaks and mighty forests of the chain of 
mountains beyond from the upper hospital rooms, 
—the very altitude of these rooms on the other 
hand, secured them absolute privacy from without 
against the prying eyes of the curious and the in- 
quisitive. 
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On the south and west, Spital-hill descended 
abruptly to meet the town on its lowest level. 
There was however, a forbidding ravine between 
them which was spanned by an old dilapidated 
fortress rising like a watch-tower from the wil- 
derness of trees and tumbled walls. This grim 
sentinel could have seen if he would, all that pass- 
ed in the park and in the garden on the hill, but 
he was a prudent neighbor. Men are 
seldom as exemplary; ninety out of every hun- 
dred who look into a friend's or fellow's home do 
so merely from curiosity or from a motive still 
worse, and very rarely from real sympathy and 
love. Therefore, is that home blessed which is 
free from all friendly and curious espionage. 

Even without any intermeddling from the out- 
side every house, and especially a hospital, has 
trouble enough of its own. This was proven on a 
certain summer afternoon in the park of the Thal- 
stadt-Spital. 

There was loud and eager wrangling going on, 
"worse than in a butcher shambles Saturday 
night," old Xavier remarked to his companion, the 
invalid veteran Heckerhans, who sat beside him 
on a bench in the shade. 

"Worse than in Russia," the latter with a pull 
at his Ulmer bowl, sagely added. 

"Well, it's no wonder, Mrs. Frosch the small- 
grocer," the first speaker continued, "is here again 
to-day to worry the poor people," 
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"And especially, Sorrowing Granny," the second 
one observed. 

In the meantime a group of quarreling women 
all of them inmates of the hospital, gyrating 
around an individual, were coming closer and 
closer to the men. The victim of attack was evi- 
dently the one in their midst with the pale, dolor- 
ous, woe-begone face. She was wringing her hands 
and sobbing loudly, sometimes gazing upward, 
sometimes around her, for help; at last she cried 
out: "For heaven's sake, let me alone; I'm not 
harming you !" 

She tried to escape from the circle of withered 
scolds but could not. The center of attraction 
next to the Grieving Widow, was a much over- 
dressed woman who to judge from her clothes 
was not a boarder at the hospital. Two mighty 
feathers in her large hat swayed and oscillated 
quite alarmingly; a cape with loud fantastic 
trimmings enclosed her plethoric body but loose- 
ly fcnough to allow full play to a pair of long 
gesticulating hands and arms ; every muscle of her 
face worked in full sympathy with the mouth 
which was incessantly in action ; her eyes were 
without expression, and her narrow, creased 
brow confirmed what her talk externalized, name- 
ly, that she was wanting in intelligence. 

The person we have described was Mrs. Frosch, 
the grocer-woman of Thalstadt, nicknamed by the 
boys "Pickled-Tongue," the terror of the village, 
and a double fright to the infirmary poor. This 
last charge was due indirectly to her husband, 
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who was bookkeeper of the hospital. His posi- 
tion gave her a plausible pretext to call at the 
institution very often and with an assumed dignity 
as if she were the Chief Superintendent of the 
place. Her inseparable companion on these visits 
was her seven-year-old son, whom she called 
Scharls. 

The boys found him a name also. In view of 
his dress, which consisted of a white blouse and 
white tpants in which his fond mother invariably 
clothed him, they picked him a name out of 
Natural History, from the division Butterflies. 
If the reader wishes to know the colloquial word 
for "Cabbage White," of the species Pieridae, let 
him find out among the villagers. We shall re- 
strict ourselves to the name "Cabbage-White." 

"Cabbage-White," the only child of a conten- 
tious mother, gave the fairest promise of becom- 
ing like her. He was insolent and selfish and firm- 
ly convinced that he was the handsomest, the 
smartest, the best boy in the town ; and why not, 
when she had dinned this into his ears daily as far 
back as he could remember? 

Scharls was sometimes permitted to accompany 
his mother even into the hospital, perhaps that 
he might witness how great a person his mamma 
was. As was to be expected, he was present on 
this particular afternoon ; holding on to her cloak, 
he listened attentively to the mischievous gossip 
and teasing of the old women. 

The pale "Distressed Mammy," after a second 
futile attempt to escape had sunk into her chair, 
weeping and hiding her face in her apron. 
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Mrs. Frosch, the retail-dealer, began solemnly : 
"All of you may hear what I've got to say, for it 
doesn't concern any of you personally; but what 
is true is true ; where so many people congregate 
as in a hospital, wrong and dangerous characters 
are not infrequently found. Some persons exer- 
cise a malign influence; avoid them. . . . 

"Didn't my grandfather with his own eyes on 
the first of May, see seven witches fly out of the 
chimney and ride thru the air on broomsticks ! 
How often did he not tell us about the old maid of 
the woods, who in the guise of a filly would stand 
in the stable all night and frighten the horses into 
fits. On one of these occasions during the Spirit- 
hour, a Caipuchin prayed the filly long enough to 
a stand-still, till a horseshoer had shod it with 
irons that were blessed; and sure enough, who 
was it they found next morning lying abed in the 
hut with shoes on hands and feet? Why the old 
wood nymph, of course 

"Beware of big black oats at night," she con- 
tinued with gusto; "let me tell you I have seen 
things ; I have seen a big black beast with glowing 
eyes sitting on the hospital walls between the 
hours of twelve and one at night; that's all, but it 
wasn't a cat." 

"I'm feeling creepy," an old woman whimper- 
ed, who had been listening devoutly to the fore- 
going. Another exclaimed : "Mrs. Frosch, please 
stop, it's too terrible, I'll dream about it to- 
night!" 
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'That would be the least," the proud lady re- 
marked with a withering look at the pale, trembl- 
ing mammy, who not daring even to look around, 
had been sitting immovably all this while, the 
tears stealing down her face, — "that would not 
be worth mentioning if nothing more than a bad 
dream would come to you. But what would you 
do if you had to sleep in the same room with one 
or two hexes?" 

"Hu ! hu ! — in the name of heaven !" one of the 
frightened gossips cried out. 

"But why should I conceal the truth?" continu- 
ed Tickled Tongue/ "is it not better when you 
know a witch to point her out so as to put the 
people on their guard?" 

This was said with another scorching look at 
the helpless granny, upon whom accordingly, the 
eyes of the vixen-crowd were fixed. 

"Is there any mark on them by which you can 
pick them out?" one of the women whispered, 
nudging Mrs. Frosch with her arm. 

"Certainly," she answered with assurance, 
"certainly! When a person always wishes to be 
alone, never talks to anyone but herself, keeps 
aloof—" 

These words caused three or four of the circle 
immediately to step back and view each other 
with suspicion because all of them were notor- 
ious cranks and self-mumblers, a distinction which 
old people have almost monopolized. 
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"Or if before a storm, one is found looking up- 
wards and muttering to the clouds, or one cannot 
endure the church-bells — 99 

All eyes were again centered on the wizen- 
faced granny, for it was well-known that she nev- 
er dared to cross the yard when the bells of the 
near-by church were ringing together and the 
brassy chorus was reverberating within the wall- 
enclosed court. That men and women far ner- 
vier than the old mammy might be found who 
could not endure a tumult of clanging bells, never 
entered the head of the stupid babblers. 

The inexhaustible "Pickled Tongue" continued : 
"Very often, and I might say generally, witches 
have nothing special about them by which they 
might be recognized ; sometimes even they are 
very obliging in rendering their neighbor small 
services. Of course, that is for appearance and 
deception only," she added, "namely, to give them 
a chance unbeknown to the victim, to cast the evil 
eye and give the evil touch." 

The poisonous words struck among the 
crowd like an electric shock; the dupes were 
stepping further apart and regarding one another 
with fear and distrust. 

Now then was the grocer-woman mistress of 
the situation; with a knowing look dominating 
first of all the terrorized females around her and 
then the crouching figure in the chair, she con- 
tinued in a mysterious tone: "It happens quite 
often that a hex makes a pass over the bed with 
her hand and strokes the coverlet with her fin- 
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gers; that's how she bewitches the sleeper, and 
some harm will happen to the victim before she 
knows it — " 

"Omy! O my!" a decrepit woman whined; 
"only yesterday, she," pointing to the Weeping 
Granny, "made my bed ; it is true I was sick and 
almost too weak to get up. She was so sympathet- 
ic during the work and fixed the pillows and 
laid the quilts so neatly and smoothly and patted 
them down that I was delighted and thanked her 
a thousand times. Do you think, Mrs. Frosch, I 
have incurred any evil thru her?" 

"People are bad," the latter replied with her 
mouth wide open and with a cryptic look that 
meant : "I know what I am saying." 

"O good God, is it possible !" the questioner 
wailed. Before the last lamentation had died away, 
another question was proposed: "Mrs. Frosch, 
what is your opinion? The old whimperer helps 
me every morning to dress and, moreover, be- 
cause I cannot raise my rheumatic arm to my 
neck, she puts the neckerchief about me and 
knots it and also helps me to put on my woolen 
cap — what do you think of all this — in the name 
of heaven?" 

"I only mean to say that no one can be care- 
ful enough, that among people you'll find many 
bad ones and witches, too, more than you think. 
—I trust nobody. Of course, I don't want this men- 
tioned, but I'd rather die than suffer myself to be 
touched by a person of whom I'm not certain 
whether she is a hex or not." 



Digitized by Google 



336 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



The last statement was so pointedly directed at 
tf- ^ old mammy that she could not help looking up. 
There was a look of uneasiness in her eye. 

"Do you see," 'Pickled Tongue' instantly re- 
marked, "how the trodden worm turns !" 

"Please, do you think it harmful if I take a 
swallow of her wine occasionally?" 

Rising to her full dignity, the conceited busy- 
body replied: "Why, the bottle might contain 
the very essence of the witch's brew; have you 
never heard of a single case where shortly after 
her visit the sick person died?" 

At these words the "Sorrowing Widow" got up 
and came near to listen. One of the gossips attest- 
ed : "A beautiful cat came into the garden one 
day ; old granny petted it and lo ! a week after it 
was dead." 

The maligned mammy having edged her way 
into the group at last spoke out: "I know now 
that you have been talking about me; per- 
haps you wish to decry me as a witch. It would 
accord very well with the misery that has been 
my lot in the past; this is all that would still be 
necessary to complete it. But in defence of my 
good name I laugh at you and mock you : the cat 
in question was mangy, it was driven away from 
Mr. Bittle's farm ; because it was already doomed. 
I took pity on it so that it might die eared for and 
painlessly." 

"Didn't blind Theresa also die, the very day af- 
ter you called on her?" one of the circle askeL 
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"I nursed her for eight days," the simple mam- 
my answered; "it was the Mother Superior who 
asked me to attend the sick woman in place of 
the two Sisters, one of whom was away on Re- 
treat and the other sick. The Superioress more- 
over, said she trusted me with this charge, con- 
vinced that I would do all that I could for the poor 
blind invalid. This was praise for me indeed, be- 
cause shortly before, she was obliged to dismiss 
an attendant who eat the choice morsels from the 
plate which the Mother had sent Theresa, and 
drank her Raspberry Wine and stole her money. 
Therefore she called uipon me. Now you know 
it!" 

During the recital the "Weeping Granny" be- 
came almost an angry granny. And for a minute 
no one said a word in reply. Just as she was 
ready to continue, "Cabbage- White," who had 
carefully listened to all this malicious gossip, ex- 
claimed: "It isn't so, mamma; she is the Spital- 
hex who strangles children and causes bail and 
storms, isn't she, mamma?" 

The grocer-woman looked at her child with 
admiration, then at the astonished females around 
her, and in a very solemn tone said : "So innocent 
a child surely cannot say what isn't true ; nor is 
it merely a coincidence that my Sch&ris should 
make such statement at this moment !" 

"And manufactures the weather!" the amaz- 
ed group repeated with the emphasis of clapping 
one hand into the other. 
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"It is not true, God in heaven knows !" the gran- 
ny in despair cried out; "I'm no witch, but you 
are liars and calumniators; I have always been 
a decent woman !" 

"You're a hex, the Spital-hex!" precocious 
Scharls screamed at her. 

The insulted woman made an effort to grab the 
insolent youngster, but the mother intervened 
with a shrieking voice: "Don't dare to touch my 
child with your guilty fingers — help, help, she has 
designs against my child !" 

There was a regular row in consequence. With 
"Pickled Tongue" as a leader the deluded women 
overwhelmed the poor mammy with accusations 
and maledictions. 

Part Second 
SpitaUGeorge and the New Sister 

All of a sudden the crazy group scattered. A 
middle-aged man of gigantic size had come upon 
the scene and with his big-knuckled bronzed fist 
pushed the scolds in all directions rather un- 
gently. Then quick as lightning he nabbed "Cab- 
bage-White" and gave him a box on the ear be- 
fore the boy's mother knew what the man was 
about. Holding the struggling child by the scruff 
of the neck, he placed him before the grocer-wo- 
man: "Mrs. Frosch, bring up your child to re- 
spect old age, it will be to your benefit." 

"Pickled Tongue" was insane with rage. With 
her hands balled, she sprang at the giant scream- 
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ing with a rasping voice: "Help, help, Spital- 
George wishes to kill my boy! Murder, police, 
lock up the fool! Where is my husband! Superin- 
tendent, Superioress, help!" — 

The man stepped uip closely to her and said: 
"Mrs. Frosch, I am not afraid of you nor of the 
warden. Stop bothering the inmates of this 
house. Old granny is no hex and has never 
harmed anybody. But you are the one that brings 
on a storm every time you come here. What 
business have you in this place anyhow? There is 
the gate, or fly uip the chimney on the flretongs if 
you prefer, but get out of here and stay out. You 
are not an estimable woman and your boy is being 
thoroughly spoiled." 

Turning to the circle, he said : "You ignorant 
busy-bodies are helping to make things worse! 
Let 'Weeping Granny' alone, she is better than 
all of you put together — or I'll be after you !" 

He gave Mrs. Frosch a stern, searching look; 
she dropped her eyes abashed as if impelled by an 
evil conscience. 

This very minute a young Sister was passing 
thru the yard. "It's Sister Electa!" the group 
whispered; "the new Sister; be still!" 

Joining the circle she said with a friendly 
voice: "What's the trouble here? You didn't get 
your shoes mixed I hope, like the fool in the 'Owl- 
Glass f or have you caused any mischief, George?" 
she asked the giant jokingly. 

The crowd laughed good-humoredly. Evident- 
ly Sister Electa was a favorite whom none wish- 
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ed to offend. George observed guardedly: "The 
squall has passed over fortunately; however, it 
looked at one time as if the storm-bells ought to 
be rung. Hexes were at the bottom of the weath- 
er, and our grappling with them came near bring- 
ing us all into court. 0 

"Into court?" the Sister exclaimed with as- 
tonishment, "surely what little spats happen 
among us are never so serious as to bring us 
before court! The mayor has more important 
things to attend to than to listen to our trivial 
complaints !" 

With proud disdain "Pickled Tongue" observed 
with what ease the new Sister bad restored peace 
and good will. Having never met her until now 
she thought it was high time to let the young Re- 
ligious know who she was, namely, the wife of 
the bookkeeper of the Institution. With her two 
hands buttressed against her sides, head erect, 
with a domineering look flashing from under her 
mighty feathered hat, she stepped up to the 
youthful nun and patronizingly inquired: "You 
are the new Sister? What is your name?" 

Somewhat surprised the Religious looked up; 
the calm look with which for a moment she re- 
garded the face of the presumptuous lady meant 
a great deal. However, she answered briefly: 
"Electa!" 

"What? I did not understand you, did you, 
Scharls?" the vulgar questioner resumed in a 
harsh voice. She had heard the name well en- 
ough, but she wished to intimidate the nun. 
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"I didn't catch the name either," the tx>y, 
prompted by his mother, answered. 

"Electa is my name," the nun repeated plainly 
and pleasantly. 

"Scharls, do you know the new Sister's name 
now?" the doting parent asked the booby with- 
out looking at the nun. 

"No," he saucily snapped back; "Sister, say it 
again !" 

The impertinence of the boy silenced the Sis- 
ter but not his arrogant mother. "Now then, 
please be obliging," the woman resumed, "and tell 
your name once more ; of course, I speak French, 
and English — a double lie — but such a name I've 
never come across." 

"Electa," the Sister announced for the third 
time. Not a cloud in her face, not a sign betray- 
ed how sorely her patience was being tried. 

"Where do you come from?" the interrogator 
continued. 

"From the Mother House," was the simple re- 
ply. 

"I don't mean that; surely I knew that already! 
But where were you born?" 

Her cheeks tinted slightly ias she answered : "I 
beg your pardon, questions so exclusively person- 
al are not addressed among Religious." 

"Of course, naturally! I am well aware of that! 
Such information is not given to seculars or to 
gossips ! But we are officials of the hospital and 
therefore belong to your own family in a way. I 
am certain you are from the Lowlands, are you 
not?" 
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"I am sorry, Lady Official," the Sister insisted, 
"we are not permitted to speak of such things 
without permission. Perhaps if you ask the 
Superioress." 

"No, thank you, I am not that much interested. 
Then too, you're hardly here long enough. I've 
already told you, my husband is bookkeeper of the 
hospital, and he and I are very particular that the 
employees be wellbred and refined." After this 
pompous speech she turned her back to the young 
Religious with a whirl that set the tall feathers 
on her large swaying hat dancing ludicrously and 
taking her Scharls by the hand she walked away. 

Pained by the brutal behavior of the vixen, the 
nun stood as if dazed, but only for a moment ; 
turning to the old mammy she addressed her 
kindly: "The annoyance has ceased, hasn't it? 
We have peace now ! How beautiful it is when we 
love one another and allow no suspicion against 
our neighbor to enter our hearts? Poor mortals 
have oares enough already ; why, then, should we 
strive to make life for them still more bitter?" 

"But supposing there is a witch in the hos- 
pital?" an old widow tremulously inquired. 

"A witch? Who in the name of heaven stuffed 
you with such nonsense?" the Sister laughed. 
"Who would believe a thing so maliciously ab- 
surd about his neighbor? Especially among you 
here, who ordinarily are so pious and obedient 
and who pray ; where so many good persons are 
assembled as here under our roof, evil has no 
chance to arise or show its head. Don't believe 
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such things! The next time the Rev. Assistant 
visits the institution I will ask him to explain 
this to you." 

Looking around, she noticed the village priest, 
the Mother Superior, the bookkeeper and other 
gentlemen standing and talking together in front 
of the building; "Pickled Tongue" was hastening 
to join the gathering. 

"Let me tell you a little story about a hex," the 
Sister said. She spoke and sang: 

"On a cold and stormy night 
Auntie's nose turned chalky white, 
When she heard her bed-room door 
Open till it stood ajar. 
Clanging chains and footsteps f urr'd, 
Nigher came and nigher stirred ; 
Groans she heard, some whining sighs, 
Then a pair of blazing eyes 
Stared at her. Loud she cried : 
'Susan! Margaret! Come, oh, come!' 
In they rushed with lights, fearsome. 
'A witch was it?* Why yes — for shame ! 
Nero — with his long yard-chain!" 

The old women laughed heartily. "Weeping 
Granny" was especially delighted because the old 
crones so pleasantly disabused by Sister Electa, 
now assured her that, after all, she was no hex 
and that henceforth as heretofore they would be 
pleased with her kind services. 

"Pickled Tongue" in the meantime was loudly 
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complaining to the gentlemen of the frightful 
condition of the hospital, the corruption and 
wickedness of the inmates, especially of the "Sor- 
rowing Granny/' and SpitaM5eorge. As an 
apology for the insult offered to her and Scharls, 
she demanded that George be arrested. 

She received a curt reply. "The committee has 
nothing to do with hospital spats," the priest told 
her ; "I know George, he is somewhat moody and 
melancholy , I don't exactly know why" — he gave 
Mrs. Frosch a searching look which caused her 
to quail, "but he is a good fellow, honest and 
trustworthy; he is of great service to the place. 
He attends to everything as if it were his own, 
does what he is told to do and does it well. All 
honor to Spital-Georpre, Mrs. Frosch. As regards 
the 'Sorrowing Granny,' she is loved and esteemed 
by God above all of us perhaps, not excluding you 
nor your Scharls." 

Thus was her case disposed of at least for the 
present. The wicked woman dared not reply ; her 
face white with anger spoke clearly enough that 
she did not consider the episode closed. On the 
contrary, to the long list of men and women she 
hated she added to-day the names of Spital- 
George and Sister Electa. Her precocious off- 
spring Scharls laughed himself to sleep that night 
upon a discovery he had made. He had noticed 
that Spital-George, who had boxed his ears, was 
lame and that his ankle-bone was bandaged. It 
was an old complaint of the servant painful and 
annoying indeed but by no means disquieting; in 
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fact, he had almost got used to it. To the spoiled 
boy, however, it suggested a mischievous trick. 

Part Third 

Snail-Culture 

The charm of a mild antumn afternoon rested 
upon the land. No husbandman would let so 
beautiful a day pass idly by. The fields, the 
gardens, the cabbage- and turnip-batches were 
alive with laborers. Spital-George was among 
them. Altho it was his afternoon off —like every 
employee of the hospital he had two half -days 
free a week — he worked as hard as at any other 
time on the field of a farmer who knew him well. 
The man was glad to hire him because he did 
so much for so little pay. The money, however, 
which Spital-George earned in this way was his 
own. It wasn't much but still enough to enable 
him to procure for himself certain things which 
the hospital did not supply. He never snuffed 
. nor touched whisky and seldom smoked; but on 
Sunday and perhaps on Wednesday he took a 
glass or two of beer, on festival days even a glass 
of wine; seated at a little table, he would sip and 
drink slowly, listening to the conversation of the 
tavern guests who knew him and let him alone. 
Besides this little luxury, George with his spare- 
money bought a Sunday-paper for a half -penny, 
which he read from top to bottom not even over- 
looking the directions : "Published and edited in 
St. Uhl, Stuttgart, Urban Strasse 14. Printed by 
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Widow Rumelin." At Vespers on Sunday he 
would contribute a penny to the Missions or to 
Peter's Pence or for the up-keep of the cemetery. 
It was noticed, on the one hand, that whatever he 
gave, he gave with pleasure, on the other, that he 
got quite angry if anyone dared to flatter or to 
tease him about his liberality. 

"That's none of your business, I can do with 
my money what I please; I don't ask you what 
you do with yours." 

People took his gruffness good-naturedly and 
for many years allowed him the privilege also of 
"thee and thouing" everybody. — N. B. In German 
the second person plural is customary in polite ad- 
dress. — 

All attempts to teach George to use the more 
polite plural form in addressing his betters, were 
woefully wrecked when they came into collision 
with his brain-box. "How can I say "you" when 
there is only one person before me," he was wont 
to say. "The truth is the truth and I can't change 
it." 

However, after once getting used to his pecu- 
liarities, no one felt offended at the apparent want 
of respect in his manner of address; there was 
no formality even in his behavior to the Motiier 
Superior. 

"If all who address me in correct and studied 
form would respect me as much as blunt George, 
I would be happy." the Mother often said. 

"What are you croing to do this afternoon, 
George?" Sister Electa asked him as he was 
leaving the refectory after dinner. 
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"I'm going to help farmer Bittle because his 
man is sick. Then to-night I must gather cab- 
bage- and turnip-leaves for my snails/' he an- 
swered. "I'll hardly get time to-day to go fishing 
but Saturday certainly; the Grayling-season is on 
and the profits will be considerable." 

"Are you allowed to fish?" the Sister inquired 
with astonishment; "I thought the fishing- 
grounds were let." 

"From where the stream rises in the upper val- 
ley down to where our creek runs into it, is hospit- 
al-preserve," George explained; "sure I knew that 
long ago. I don't steal. The Mother Superior 
and the priest have permitted me to fish and go 
crabbing on my off afternoons and to collect snails, 
too. And, moreover, what money I make in this 
way belongs to me, they said. I don't steal." 

The young Religious listened to him with 
sympathy. "I am really ashamed, my good man, 
to have asked you that," she apologized ; "you 
must forgive me, I ought to have known that all 
was right." 

He replied simply: "Sister, there was no of- 
fence in that. The others are not allowed to fish 
or crab but only I; of this you could not have 
been aware. Still I wouldn't mind if you would 
look after my snails a little during my absence this 
afternoon. There are a great many nosey people 
around who, to vex me, annoy the tiny creatures." 

"All right, George, as long as I am busy in the 
park, I can just as well takej an occasional look at 
the mollusks— what am I to do?" 
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In asking the question Sister Electa could not 
help smiling mischievously, for she felt somewhat 
in the humor of a princess in disguise to whom 
a commission had been given to look after the 
snails. 

Spital-George led the way to the end of the gar- 
den where in a corner there was a little square 
embowered enclosure, the front of which was 
a low wall studded with thorns. Here lived and 
throve a colony of snails. In a kind of basin per- 
fectly dry, a large number were resting and vege- 
tating quietly under a pile of leaves which served 
them as nourishment. The basin was rounded by 
a narrow channel and backed on all sides by a 
thick thorn hedge for the purpose of arresting 
the flight of the mollusks that would try to es- 
cape. 

"Why, there must be a couple of hundred here !" 
the Sister exclaimed. 

"A couple thousand/' George coolly corrected ; 
"it was no fun to collect them all. As soon as the 
weather turns cold, just before winter, I'll gath- 
er that many more. There are great numbers of 
them on the hills ; but a person must know when 
and where to find them. They are fond of the 
sun and of warm moss or grass-covered stones 
lying under a hedge or near the fringe of a bush. 
The woods are too dark and damp for them ; what 
snails are found there are of little value." 

"But what do you intend to do with them?" 

"Intend to do with them? They're intended for 
the table, of course. Go to the city, to the depot- 
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hotel or to the "Golden-Rod" when officers are 
being served and see what's done with them. 
Some eat them in the forenoon as a salad done 
up in oil and vinegar, others require them dress- 
ed in a different way; the most Christian way is 
to eat them on Friday. They're good in every 
way." And George smacked his lips. 

"What do they pay for the snails?" 

Looking at the Sister a minute, he replied: 
"I'll tell you but keep it to yourself. In this place 
they bring very little ; a sechser per hundred ; no 
one around here calls for them excepting the post- 
master and the priest's sister. In the city I get 
much more. Nine kreutzer is the least ; sometimes 
I get twelve." 

"In this way you'll soon be a rich man," the 
Sister laughingly remarked. His only reply to 
the pleasantry was to throw a few salad and 
crisped cabbage leaves to his herd. 

"How long must you keep them here? When 
are they ready to eat?" 

"So long as you see them crawling about they 
are unserviceable; they must first be cooped up. 
When it gets cold they creep into their shells, 
close the mouth of it and begin their winter sleep. 
Then they are most desirable and delicious ; but 
as soon as they escape from the shell their edible 
value is gone. It's a pity, Sister, isn't it, that the 
inmates above do riot hibernate for the winter and 
save the hospital their keep and the house many 
a quarrel !" 

Spital-George could not help laughing at the 
thought. 
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The good nun laughed also, remarking: "But 
supposing the steward and the mayor in due time 
sold the enveloped bodies to the city and out from 
the pupae crept the old females of Thalstadt and 
Spital-George and Heckerhans and old Xavier: 
what would they say?" 

"Certainly not: Thank God!" George replied 
after having laughed his fill : "Now then, God 
bless you, Sister, I must leave/' 

He limped thru the yard and passed out the 
gate. 

Part Fourth 
Jack Frisch and His Adventure 

Toward evening George returned with a big 
armful of cabbage leaves. A strong young boy 
preceded him who was likewise carrying a load 
of leaves. Fve got a companion," he said to the 
Superioress pointing to the lad. 

"Whose boy is he?" she asked; "he is quite 
fashionably dressed." 

"He's from the city," George replied ; "tell the 
Mother your name and where you are staying!" 

The boy, a handsome lad with dark eyes and 
ringlets of curls wreathing his forehead, dressed 
in a neat and clean suit, threw down his bundle, 
lifted his hat and stepping up to the Superioress 
said: "My name is Jack Frisch and I'm staying 
here during vacation with my grandmother." 

"But how did you come to meet each other?" 
she inquired. 
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Spital-George answered gruffly : "Hie boy was 
continually following me in the field looking at 
what I was doing. That vexed me. I shouted to 
him : Skip and get out of here ! Thereupon he re- 
treated, but it wasn't long and he was in my 
tracks again. I thought the lad wished to annoy 
me, so I got him by the collar. He looked into my 
eyes artlessly and said: 'I wished only to help 
you!' Who told you to help me? I asked. 'My 
grandmother ; she sent me out saying it was not 
right to idle all day about the house; go over to 
that field and help Spital-George. who has a bad 
leg/ That's how he came to help and stay with 
me." Then speaking to the boy he said : "But now 
it's time for you to go home to your grandmother." 

"Can I come again to-morrow to help you?" the 
lad asked George and Sister Electa, who had just 
then appeared ; the Venerable Mother had left. 

"As you please," George replied. The boy ran 
off full of happiness. 

"But what is that?" the Sister exclaimed 
frightened, looking at George's foot; "you're 
bleeding!" 

Unwillingly he looked at the Sister, then at his 
bandaged ankle, thru which blood was oozing. 
"Oh! it's nothing," he muttered half -embarrass- 
ed, "it'll stop of itself." 

"No, no, that must be looked after," the Sister 
replied; "it is autumn and the mornings and 
nights are cold; your leg might easily get 
erysipelas. It's not the first time moreover, 
this has happened to you. Did you perhaps meet 
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with an accident, or has the wound become worse 
of itself?" 

To these questions George vouchsafed no an- 
swer, he didn't think it worth while. The Sister 
gave him a scrutinizing look and then said: 
"Come along right away. The surgeon is in the 
house this very minute ; he'll look at the foot, 
bandage it properly, and it will soon be better." 

Reluctantly the man followed her to have his 
ankle examined. Besides the old wound the doc- 
tor discovered several discolored contusions which 
must have been caused by a blow or a brunt. He 
scolded the laborer loudly that like all the in- 
mates of the hospital he probably drank too much 
and that therefore he bruised his shanks against 
every convenient stone and fell into every ditch. 

But Sister Electa intervened and emphatically 
stated that George was the soberest man in the 
house and never drank too much. Thereupon the 
surgeon said no more. 

The wounded man looked at the Sister with 
deepest gratitude. If he had been minded to 
speak, he could have told whence these contu- 
sions arose; namely, that for several weeks now, 
whenever on leaving or returning to the hospital 
he was obliged to pass the grocer-woman's house, 
some one in hiding there would hurl a stone or a 
piece of wood at his wounded ankl^ so that many 
a time a cry of anguish escaped his lips at the 
instant pain, and he was lamed more than ever. 

This is what had happened to him to-day. Jack 
Frisch who had walked ahead, did not notice the 
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occurrence. George shuddered when the missile 
struck his leg, but limped on. What he felt with- 
in himself God only knows. And God knows that 
"Cabbage-White" was the perpetrator. It was 
done in revenge because George had so fearlessly 
taken the part of the "Sorrowing Granny" against 
Scharls and his mother. From which it is plain 
that poor Spital-George was a man superior to 
most. 

Sister Electa, however, was on the lookout. 
Speaking to little Jack, she said: "The next 
time walk behind George and watch what it is 
that injures his leg and tell me;" the boy gladly 
nodded assent. 

The next afternoon off, they were on their re- 
turn from the river. The old man was in the lead, 
the boy all attention followed some distance be- 
hind. 

They were approaching the house of Mrs. 
Frosch, the grocer. George looked at the place 
and was hurrying to pass it. Hardly had he hob- 
bled by when "Cabbage-White" noiselessly open- 
ed the gate. Balancing a stone he hurled it with 
all his might at Spital-George; the latter ut- 
tered a cry of pain and almost stumbled to the 
earth. The atone had hit its mark. Instantly Jack 
Frisch jumped upon 'Sehartaj, caught *nd held 
him by the hair and mad with anger watf mauling 
him black and blue. The first surprise of the at- 
tack struck Scharls mute; but soon he began to 
yell: "Mamma, mamma, help!" 
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"Roar, you rascally fellow," said Jack, still be- 
laboring him, "as much as you like, when your 
mother comes I'll tell her — " 

The old woman in a fury was already rushing 
to the rescue. "Scharls, Scharls, who is hitting 
you?" she screamed and then in her rage turned 
upon Jack — "stop that, you scoundrel, and let 
Scharls go!" 

But Jack was not frightened. With a rough 
push he shoved Scharls aside and stood between 
him and his mother. Facing the maddened wom- 
an with blazing eyes he said : "Your son threw 
a stone at honest George and it struck his wound- 
ed leg. I saw him do it." 

She, however, caught hold of Scharls and vio- 
lently clasping him to her bosom, protected him 
with her arms. "That's none of your business, 
you dirty imp, you beggar, what my boy does; 
what you charge him with is a lie ; it was you who 
struck George, and you wish to put the blame on 
my child!" 

Jack opened his eyes wide with astonishment at 
this parental defence of the young scamp. It was 
beyond him how an adult, a mother, could so dis- 
tort the truth in behalf of a wicked selfishness! 
Tears of indignation started from his eyes at the 
injustice of the woman towards him. 

"You are mistaken, Mrs. — " he affirmed, "I'm 
not lying, I saw it myself." 

"Scharls, hit the saucy, impudent wretch over 
the head," she screamed in her insane excitement; 
"take a stick, strike him, strike the dirty fellow!" 
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Obedient to his mother, Scharls made ready to 
wield the stick which he held in his hand, but 
quick as lightning Jack was on him and tore the 
weapon from his hand while Scharls was bawl- 
ing, "Mamma, mamma !" 

Mrs! Frosch did not notice that there were 
witnesses to the scandalous scene going on. 
Curious eyes were peering thru the windows, 
and it was evident from the faces of all that they 
were glad at her discomfiture and admired the 
pluck of Jack. When the latter had disarmed 
Scharls, her fury was incontrollable. With 
clenched fists she rushed upon the boy. Jack with 
the agility of a deer escaped the onslaught and 
was greeted with a chorus of cheers from the 
neighboring windows. This biting one-sided ap- 
plause deprived her of what little sense she still 
had. An exquisite comedy followed: A small, 
light-footed boy, his curls floating to the breeze, 
was nimbly skipping down the sloping street, 
with a yelling, mad-woman in pursuit, who 
every now and then shot forth her arm in an in- 
effectual attempt to grab the fugitive. 

Some of the neighbors stepped out to their 
yards to watch the ludicrous chase. 

"Where is her husband?" some one asked* 
"that he might keep his household in order?" 

"In the Council Meeting," was the answer, 
"else his wife wouldn't dare to make such a fool 
of herself." 

"Just so she doesn't catch the boy; he is a 
plucky lad, and prepossessing. She dare not 
hurt him." 
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"Now — 0 pity — now!" the spectators exclaim- 
ed. Below where the street enters the public square, 
Mrs. Frosch had almost caught poor Jack, whose 
legs tho nimble were, after all, rather short. She 
made a quick reach for his hair but more quickly- 
still the boy stooped and fell prone to the earth. 
The momentum acquired in this, race for life car- 
ried the heavy woman over the boy and sent her 
sprawling full length to the ground — at the very 
feet of her husband who with several gentlemen 
of the council had just turned the corner at that 
moment. 

A storm of laughter came up the street. Jack 
Frisch had in the meantime got up and escaped 
thru an alley while his infuriated pursuer in pres- 
ence of her amazed and speechless husband was 
accusing the boy of every kind of misdeed. At last 
the husband said: "Another escapade of this 
kind, and they will put you into prison or into 
a Lunatic Asylum! You should have been confin- 
ed in an asylum long ago." 

"Now we know," the Sister said to George re- 
proachfully, "how you came to be hurt; why 
didn't you tell us?" 

"Of what advantage would it have been to the 
hospital?" he replied; "to have reported the child 
to its mother would have been like accusing the 
devil to his grandmother. Let me say this however, 
Mrs. Frosch is training 'Cabbage-White* to become 
a fine fellow." 

Little Jack was henceforth the hero of the 
hospital and, moreover, he had captured the 
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hearts of all on Spital Street who had witnessed 
his prowess. Scharls, on the contrary, was beat- 
en nearly to death that night by his father and 
the whole neighborhood heard his bellowing. He 
was locked up the next afternoon in the cellar and 
was deprived of his lunch. 

This ends the Chapter of adventure. 

Part Fifth 
A Disturbance of Religious Worship 

Nearly two years have elapsed. There is no 
change in the hospital excepting that the "Sorrow- 
ing Granny" is gone, she died a quiet and peace- 
ful death; and that Sister Electa has replaced in 
office the aged, ailing Mother Superior. George is 
busy as ever with his snails and as in- 
formal and gruff with the new Mother as he had 
been with the old. But a change has come over 
the house of the Spital-bookkeeper. 

The wife's blind and senseless love for her 
worthless Scharls had become so inordinate that 
she fanatically opposed her husband's every effort 
to correct him. The quarrels which ensued 
in consequence led to otheivs and finally so embit- 
tered the life of the bookkeeper that on a certain 
gloomy autumn afternoon he put an end to his 
unhappy life. He shot himself thru the head. 
For half a day he lingered till he died, during 
which time the priest who was with him to the 
end, gradually prepared him to acknowledge with 
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sorrow his appalling crime of self-destruction. 
"The wife drove him to suicide," the people said. 
Within half a year the villagers had another 
shock. The grocer-widow stunned for a while by 
the terrible death of her husband was somewhat 
changed. She attended to her garden and store 
and was living quietly and care-free upon the re- 
turns of her business and the insurance of her 
deceased husband. Before long, however, letters 
were received and sent by the widow and occasion- 
ally even secret trips out of town were made, when 
all of a sudden the village was surprised with the 
announcement of the engagement of Mrs. 
Frosch. The groom was not known in the neigh- 
borhood; indeed, there was a rumor about that 
she had got him thru the Marriage Bureau. "He 
is a young merchant," the goissip went, "who is 
after the widow for the sake of her business and 
money." The official record showed he was a 
Protestant. It is true, he was willing to sub- 
scribe to all the conditions necessary for a Cath- 
olic marriage; she on her part assured the priest 
sincerely and solemnly that there was no better 
Catholic than herself in the parish. Her puiipose 
in marrying a Protestant she said, was to show 
lukewarm Catholics how they ought to act and 
conduct themselves upon such occasions; surely 
it was a triuimphfor the Church that her marriage 
was to be according to Catholic rites ; and, more- 
over, before long she would bring her husband in- 
to the fold ; he had already intimated a willingness 
in this respect. 
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The one who most opposed this union was her 
maid, the good and faithful Rosa, who on ac- 
count of her many years' service in the house was 
regarded as one of the family. 

* * * 

Corpus Christi ! 

What beauty, what poetry, what grandeur of 
Divine Worship this day exhibits in the face of 
heaven and earth! See the resources of exterior 
pomp and decoration, of interior joy and adora- 
tion, which the Church exhausts annually on this 
day, in order as far as possible, worthily to cele- 
brate and honor the infinite love of the Son of 
God, Who, at the very moment when spies and 
executioners were planning the bloody way He 
was to travel for man's salvation, willed to the 
world for all times His Most Holy Body and 
Blood. 

The happiest days in a Christian's life have 
their origin in the Blessed Sacrament. This is 
proved by the very words, "First Communion 
Day," "Sunday," "Festival day." He is convinc- 
ed of this who, leaving the holy Communion-table, 
is conscious of his dear Savior's presence within 
him. But most of all will the Catholic bless the 
infinite goodness of his Savior in that hour when 
upon his deathbed he receives Him in Holy Viati- 
cum and is filled with trust and courage to meet 
his Judge. It is no more than right, therefore, 
that poor wretched mortals prepare an ovation 
once a year for their good God Who overwhelms 
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them with such countless mercies. Who on this 
earth more than our Savior has a right to a fes- 
tive procession or triumphal arch? 

The procession was approaching the fourth 
and last station. On the border of the town near 
the bridge, under an ancient and mighty linden 
and beneath the picture of the Crucifix which 
hung higher up on the tree, an altar had been 
erected which, richly decorated with a wealth of 
flowers and shrubs and wreaths, illuminated with 
numerous candles, was awaiting with gladsome 
eagerness the privilege of giving a resting-place 
to the Holy of Holies. Half of the marching 
parishioners had already arrived and stood encir- 
cling the repository: the white--veiled girls, the 
schoolchildren with their teacher, the members 
of the choir. The waving flags, the banners and 
standards unfurled, contrasted gorgeously with 
thel background of green trees and foliage. Then 
as the rear of the procession was coming up to 
fall in order with the van, half the choir assisted 
by the band sang the opening hymn to the Bless- 
ed Sacrament. The pastor of the village carried 
the Sanctissimum escorted by two other priests 
and many servers; he was walking slowly and 
was just about ready to enter the living lane of 
worshipers which led to the altar when something 
distracted the ranks* 

It was a young man with a pale face and 
scanty beard. He kept on his hat. His appear- 
ance was that of a tramp or starving mechanic; 
his coat fastened to a cane he carried over his 
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shoulder, and in his mouth he had the stump of 
a cigar. 

Looking neither to the right nor to the left and 
edging his way thru the crowd regardless of the 
celebration, he passed in front of the priest and 
slightly tipping his hat hastened over the bridge 
as if in a hurry. 

The civic officials had crossed it shortly before, 
followed by the Sisters. There were mutterings 
of dissatisfaction against the intruder: "Off 
with your hat!" — "You are interfering with the 
procession!" — "Who is he anyhow?" — "What is 
his name?" — Some called him a Social-democrat! 
A mocker of Religion ! An atheist ! A disturber ! 
An impudent fellow! Such were the questions 
and remarks passing back and forth thru the 
crowd, which was becoming more and more ex- 
cited; the stranger, who was passing line after 
line of the procession, escaped violence with dif- 
ficulty. 

"At least in common decency put on your coat !" 
the men in the rear commanded while in the mean- 
time the choir near the altar was singing the 
sacramental hymns accompanied by the band. 

"I have no orders to take from you," the inso- 
lent-fellow answered, "I must hurry to the train." 

"It is two hours before the next train pulls 
out!" he was informed. "Police! Police !" some 
of the marchers shouted. The Sisters with 
Electa at their head were now passing in turn 
praying quietly. They took no notice of the 
voice and the distraction. At this moment a tall, 
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stately man came out of a neighboring house; he 
approached and whispered a few words to the 
rude traveler, who thereupon with an anxious 
look stepped aside. A momentary halt in the 
march was the result, which caused Sister Electa 
to raise her eyes and in so doing she glanced at 
the distinguished gentleman who was leading the 
culprit away; he in turn looked at her sharply 
and hesitated a moment with surprise. Collect- 
ing himself immediately, however, he made a 
slight bow to her and returned to the house from 
which he had come. 

Round the altar nothing of the disturbance was 
noticeable on account of the singing and music 
and the tramp of the oncoming worshipers. From 
the podium the Reverend Pastor with a loud and 
tuneful voice sang the Gospel of the Vine and the 
Grapes: "Every branch in me that beareth not 
fruit he will take away; and every one that 
beareth fruit he will purge it, that it may bring 
forth more fruit. In this manner is my Father 
glorified; that you may bring forth very much 
fruit and become my disciples." These were the 
burning evangelical words he sang at this last 
station, which in the clearest manner inculcated 
the necessity of faith and good works. 

The prayers of adoration were over ; he arose 
and intoned the versicle : "Our help is in the 
name of the Lord!" 

"Who created Heaven and earth!" the people 
answered in thunderous accord. 
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Then the priest raised the Blessed Sacrament 
and turning made with It the sign of the cross 
over the kneeling ranks of youths and maidens, 
men and women, pronouncing at the same time 
the words : "May the blessing of Almighty God 
the Father, the Son, the Holy Ghost, descend up- v 
on you and me, upon this place, upon the fruits 
of the fields and abide with us forever !" 
• "Amen! Amen!" came back the response of 
the prostrate faithful like the booming of the 
ocean surf upon the shelving rocks. 

Slowly the multitude dissolved into double file 
and in marching order returned to the parish 
church. But the people could not forget the 
disturbance of the morning's worship and talked 
about it all day. No one knew who the imper- 
tinent fellow was. He had disappeared. The dis- 
tinguished gentleman, however, who forced the 
intruder aside was none other, it was learned 
later, than the Protestant Count Helmuth, one of 
the highest officials of the State. From the rec- 
tory of the preacher whose guest he was, he had 
watched the procession and witnessed the inter- 
ruption. The whole neighborhood was loud in 
its praises of the knightly prince for interposing 
in defence of Divine Worship. 

Part Sixth 

Meeting Again 

After dinner the bell at the portal rang and a 
moment after Sister Electa was at the door wel- 
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coming the distinguished gentleman who that 
morning had bidden the intruder from the right 
of way of the procession. He addressed her most 
respectfully. 

"How glad I am, gracious — " 

"Count, I am simply Sister Electa now," she 
interrupted, "and am gladly surprised to meet 
you again. I hope all ia well with you and yours/' 

"I thank you, gna — Sister Electa," he an- 
swered; "but first let me assure you I had no 
intimation you were here. Serving the hospital 
now, are you? It is a long time since I have seen 
you and I had given up hope — " 

Without heeding the last words she asked: 
"But what brought you here, count? I can think 
of no reason." 

"Just now I am visiting my friend Baron 
Hohenthurm," he replied, "who lives about six 
miles from here." 

"And you came down to look at our Corpus 
Christi procession?" the Sister asked. 

"Yes, gra — Sister Electa; You must pardon the 
audacity of a Protestant heretic." 

"Please don't say that, count." 

"Pardon — my presumption as a Protestant. The 
Lutheran preacher, who knows and observes 
everything in the neighborhood, found me out at 
Castle Hohenthurm and invited me to view the 
celebration from his house. That is how I happen- 
ed to be present, and let me assure you I was 
touched and deeply moved ; I'll never forget this 
morning. That was no artificial piety or Religion 
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on parade ; it was the profound religious testimony 
of a believing people. The gorgeous ceremonial, the 
pomp and lavish display of holy rites, have made 
upon me a lasting impression. I am a Protestant 
from conviction, as you know, but all the same, 
that which I saw filled me with a kind of home- 
sickness and envy : I regretted that we had ban- 
ished from among ourselves a public devotion so 
naturally-beautiful and elevating." 

"I am glad, count, to hear these words from 
you," the Sister replied. 

He continued : "For that very reason the in- 
solence of that young scamp forcing his way 
thru the lines, particularly revolted me." 

"They tell me," she remarked, "you put an end 
to the nuisance; our dear God and our people will 
always remember that in your favor." 

"You shame me, Sister; I was over-indignant 
at the disturbance and I assure you the case is 
not settled yet — " 

"Thanks be to God, very few were aware of 
what had happened," she added trying to change 
the subject. 

^Still it afforded me the happy chance, gra — 
Sister Electa, to see you again after seven years. 
This day, therefore, is ia twice happy one." 

A hardly perceptible smile played about the 
lips of the Religious. 

"How is your lady, the countess?" she asked 
calmly. 

"Have you been informed that I was married?" 
he inquired. 
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"Yes," was her modest reply, "and also that 
you are very happy." 

His eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Indeed, 
thank God, dear Sister, it is so! Your prayer was 
answered !" 

"I am glad that everything is well with you 
and those dear to you." 

At this stage of the conversation another Sis- 
ter entered. 

"Count, you will excuse me, I am called away." 

"Is it permitted me to inspect your little king- 
dom for a while?" 

"If it will give you pleasure, you are welcome!" 

By and by Sister Electa, the Superior, return- 
ed ; she showed the count over the place. He was 
charmed with the order and cleanliness apparent 
everywhere but more so at the happiness and 
gratitude reflected in the faces of the inmates. 
The place in and out proved that the Superioress 
ruled with a motherly hand, that she was as the 
count remarked to her displeasure, a diminutive 
copy of Almighty Providence. Who would have 
thought, looking at the humble Sister passing thru 
the aisles of the sick and the wards of the poor 
accompanied by her stately guest, that the latter, 
Count Helmuth, just seven years before, had pro- 
posed to the former and offered her his hand and 
heart. When she declined the flattering offer, in 
the first place, because her heart had already been 
given to God, and secondly, because even if free 
and so inclined, she would never have entered in- 
to a mixed marriage, he declared that by her re- 
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f usal she had condemned him to a solitary and 
miserable life. "I will pray that you find a suit- 
able consort," she tranquilly replied. And so it 
had come to pass. 

"I have taken a look into a new world," the 
nobleman said on parting; "I never believed that 
poverty and human ailments could attract and be 
found attractive. You have convinced me of my 
error ; still there is a mystery about it all I can- 
not understand." 

"Love for Our Crucified Lord is the key to the 
mystery," the modest Religious answered. 

"I thank you and if ever I can be of any assis- 
tance to you in your office, do not hesitate to call 
upon me ; I will be happy — " 

"It is not impossible that some day I may 
come to you for a favor," she answered with a 
smile. "Even now I have a request to make, 
which I beg you not to deny." 

"You have my assent in advance, Sister Elec- 
ta," the nobleman said bowing profoundly. 

"Promise, count, to tell no one that I am here, 
that you have spoken to me, and what my voca- 
tion is." 

Surprised he hesitated: "Pity! I had already 
anticipated the pleasure " 

"To make Sister Electa a topic for conversa- 
tion in the Capital," she interrupted; "no, no, I 
beg you not to betray me and my whereabouts to 
anyone. No one here has any idea who I am, and 
nothing would be more painful to me than that 
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my identity were disclosed. You'll promise 
secrecy, count, will you not?" 

"My word upon it, gra— Sister Electa," he as- 
sured her gravely; you on your part will promise 
to be mindful sometimes of me and mine in your 
devotions?" 

"I promise to do so, count." 

Part Seventh 
SpitaUGeorge's Hermitage 

It was three days later on the Sunday after- 
noon within the octave of Corpus Christi. Nature 
was in gorgeous spring attire. The trees had de- 
veloped their first waxen green. There was 
everywhere a profusion of blossoms and flowers 
swaying gracefully on shrub and tree or moving 
in billowy undulations over meadow and field. Far 
and near the air was alive with the thrill of the 
lark and with the amorous song of the finch and 
of the robin ; even the gabble of the tuneless stork 
on the church-roof diffused joy and welcome 
around Impetuously the siparkling mountain 
stream rushed thru the valley below and, ca- 
priciously turning aside, went meandering thru 
many a dense wood and glorious field. The earth 
lay smiling under a wiarm, brilliant azure sky, 
which lent it charm and enhanced its beauty. 

A sacred Sabbath stillness was everywhere. 
The rattling wagon, the clacking mill, the ring- 
ing anvil were silent and the horses and cattle 
resting in their stalls. On the lawns in front of 
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their houses the women were sitting and gossip- 
ing pleasantly; the young girls in groups or in 
pairs, arm in arm were parading up and down, 
singing the songs their mothers had sung before 
them twenty-five and thirty years ago, while every 
now and then the boom of the balls from the bow- 
ling-alley in the Rosen-tavern near-by could be 
heard speeding to their goal. But no where was a 
deeper or more sacred tranquillity regnant than 
in the uppermost loft of the fortress-tower in the 
vicinity of the hospital. 

Up in this lonesome cell, access to which was 
gained by a dilapidated stairway, a man was sit- 
ting in front of the lookout window. The huge oak 
girders which supported the gabled-roof were 
black with spider-webs and overlaid with the 
straw and dirt of a million sparrow nests ; a cross- 
beam furnished the seat to the recluse. 

This recluse is Spital-George. He has just 
finished his Rosary and getting up he is looking 
thru the aperture down upon the town and the 
neighborhood the while muttering some unintel- 
ligible word* It is George's delight to spend his 
Sunday afternoons in this secluded retreat. No 
one knows of his retirement to this place except- 
ing Mother Electa ; no one as yet has found it out. 
And, indeed, who would care to climb the tower 
over crumbling bricks and stones and up a fragile 
stairs when even in the daytime its repute is not 
of the best on account of the weird noises of 
the wind surging thru it? For the very 
reason of its inaccessibility, however, George 
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prefers this nook to any other. He then and 
there enjoys what he yearns for >all week— to be 
alone and, to be left alone. 

From his perch looking down upon the wonders 
of unfolding spring, "ah !" said he, "heaven, after 
all, must be very beautiful. May God and His 
Blessed Mother help me to get there. I wonder 
how it'll be up there," he began to muse. "I sup- 
pose, heaven for common folks will be like this 
earth would be if all the wicked and corrupt 
people were removed and only the good remained. 
A place where there will be no lying, no cursing, 
no deceiving, no stealing; neither quarrels nor 
drunkenness, neither obscenity nor impurity. 
Where the children will be obedient and unspoil- 
ed ; the maidens modest and pure as the angels and 
withal gay and happy and imparting joy ; the 
youth well-bred and strong, chaste and indust- 
rious, not a fractious fellow or scoundrel among 
them; men and women as God expects them to be; 
not thinking themselves above or asking for more 
than their neighbor, but, on the contrary, satisfi- 
ed with their lot and loving one another. In such 
a place no arrest, no officers will be necessary, 
because every one will live as he ought with- 
out pretence or hypocrisy, appearing as he real- 
ly is not only in the face of the world but also in 
the sight of God. 

"And where there will be no sin," he added 
slowly and earnestly; — "there will be no sinning 
in heaven! How blessed one must feel up there, 
O God I when even on this earth after Confession 
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a person feels so happy! To him above all this 
world must appear beautiful who looks at it with 
holy eyes ! And no sickness and no death, no suf- 
fering, no cross of any kind— nothing of all this 
in heaven, so far I can reason it out for myself ." 
George concluded his reflections. But what the 
saints are, and the angels when they begin to 
sing, and, above all, what God is — no man in all 
the world can even imagine this. My good God! 
I hope to see the day when I shall enjoy all this; 
I will be satisfied to be the very last at the door, 
and willing for the meantime to be deprived of all 
comfort, just so that I come to heaven !" 

This was the theme and the substance of 
George's (Sunday meditation and at the same 
time the explanation of his patience, equanimity 
and industry — heaven. With this subject he 
could entertain himself for hours at a time. Yea, 
in the stillness of a sleepless night he would draw 
sustaining and consoling aliment from the great 
truths about heaven and eternal life. The result 
of which was that the despised, unknown servant, 
became daily more patient, more sacrificing, more 
unselfish, without suspecting it. 

No one noticed this interior progress excepting 
the Superioress ; her discerning eye saw beneath 
the surface; from the occasional remarks of the 
laborer, she knew the deep spiritual life he was 
leading. 

"Do you not sometimes for a change/' she asked 
with a smile, 'think of hell?" 
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"Don't want to" he replied, "don't want to go 
down there, there's enough of hell here in this 
world, Mother. Lock into one prison all the dis- 
solute, the angry, the profane, the hypocrites, 
the deceitful, the liars, the contentious, the quar- 
relsome, and you'll have hell enough without go- 
ing elsewhere to find it. No, no, the subject of 
hell is not to my taste." 

George resumed his seat on the beam and fold- 
ing his hands was lost in thought. The wind went 
soughing thru the sky-lights and embrasures of 
the tower, singing its doleful song to the dis- 
cordant cries of the sparrows and jackdaws. On- 
ly for the noise around George might have heard 
what was going on below. 

Part Eighth 

Catechism in the Old Tower 

Looking carefully around, two girls glided into 
the thicket of bushes which rounded the tower, 
from where they* picked their steps noiselessly in- 
to the lower room. 

"How cool it is here!" one of them remarked, 
while the other was brushing the dust from a 
couple of projecting beams. 

"And how secluded!" the second observed; 
"no one will see us here and we can pray and 
teach as much as we like." 

Without further ado they knelt down and began 
to pray in a low voice— one of the maidens was 
about twenty-four years of age, the other some- 
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a book which from its aj>pearance had been much 
used and began to read. Stopping after a page 
or two the friends began to ask and answer ques- 
tions in reference to what had been read. After 
about an hour of this schooling they knelt down 
again to pray. When this was over, they began 
to gossip pleasantly about many things, smiling 
and laughing quietly. 

"If that were known in the town," the younger 
giggled, "our names would appear in the Official 
Gazette !" 

The senior replied : "At all events, you'd have 
to take up your pack and go." 

The one who had last spoken was Rosa, the good 
maid of the wicked Mrs. Frosch ; the one address- 
ed was Rika, servant at the Protestant rectory. 

The two girls had become acquainted thru the 
visits of the preacher to the house of the grocer- 
woman after the latter's second marriage to a 
Protestant; the example of the practically pious 
Rosa impressed the younger Lutheran girl pow- 
erfully. In consequence a close friendship had 
sprung up between the two maids, which at this 
time had so happily prospered that Rika insisted 
Rose must instruct her in the Catholic 
Faith. 

"I wish to believe just as they do in your 
Church," the energetic, thoughtful Rika begged; 
"to begin with — I do not believe the nonsense and 
strange things they tell about your Church : both 
I and my mistress as soon as we came to live here 
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among Catholics saw how calumnious the 
charges were/' 

"Your mistress ?" — Rosa interrupted with as- 
tonishment, "does she also wish to become Cath- 
olic ?" 

"No, no, it will never come to that, it would be 
almost impossible for a preacher's wife to become 
Catholic! But she is a decent woman and pious 
and can't bear it when the young minister of 
Hochruken on his visits to her husband begins 
running down the Catholics ; moreover, she knows 
that that clergyman belongs to the so-called ad- 
vanced school of Theology which denies the 
Divinity of Christ and the Virginity of His Moth- 
er; he says he is too enlightened to believe such 
wonder-fables; they are unsuited to the age. He 
doesn't even believe the Bible or St. Paul any- 
more; the former, he says, is half mythical and 
the latter full of errors. I and my mistress have 
prayed much that her husband might not lose his 
faith and might regain his peace. He is wavering 
very much between belief and unblief ." 

Good, simple Rosa was astounded at these 
disclosures. 

"How is it possible!" she exclaimed; "Such an 
anomaly! an unbelieving pastor!" 

"The last time the Hochrucken preacher was 
at our house he got talking of the Corpus Christi 
festivity. 'Would to God/ he said, 'it would have 
rained bucketf uls and stormed so that all the dec- 
orations would have been spoiled and torn to 
pieces/ " 
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"That is exactly what the devil would have 
done/' Rosa observed, "if he had had the power." 

Rika continued: "The preacher related wilh 
gusto that he had played many a trick in Hoch- 
ruken upon the Catholics and their processions. 
On one occasion he purposely took an early walk 
to break thru the line of march ; another time he 
sat at his open window with his fantastic stu- 
dent's caip upon his head and a long pipe in his 
mouth in order to annoy and distract the worship- 
ers — the rest I didn't hear. My mistress, how- 
ever, told him it would have been more decent if 
he had behaved. himself otherwise; that it was 
not to his credit to have acted so ; that in the end 
it would prove only harmful to the Evangelicals. 
Thereupon he laughed and said: Tm not sorry 
at all; this idolatrous worship must be put down/ 

"But she retorted: 'Do we not believe in the 
Body and Blood of Christ, have we wot the same 
Sacrament? On Corpus Christi Day the Cath- 
olics honor and adore Christ only/ He replied in 
a mocking tone : 'Do you perhaps wish to become 
a Catholic?' 'I prefer to believe with the Cath- 
olics,' she answered, 'than with some of you en- 
lightened preachers.' He had nothing more to say 
to her after this. Later in the kitchen I thanked 
my mistress for having shut up the scoffer. 

" 'In a way,' she said to me, 'we ought not to take 
the fellow quite so seriously ; he is young and raw 
yet; of course, such a man is no blessing to a 
parish.' Finally we got talking of you, or rath- 
er of Mrs. Frosch." 
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"Of Mrs. Frosch?" Rosa inquired; "and what? 
Perhaps that she intends to become a Protes- 
tant?" 

"My master gave an intimation of the kind, but 
his wife objected to taking her in: 'She wishes 
merely to gain your sympathy ; it would be a 
questionable acquisition indeed, to receive such 
a one into our church/ " 

Rosa remarked with sorrow: "In God's name, 
I hope she will not make herself guilty of that al- 
so!" To which Rika naively replied: "Do you 
know what, Rosa? In that case God has found 
you a little compensation in me, don't you think?" 

Rosa embracing her said : "Yes, dear Rika, it 
will be a real pleasure to see you come over. But 
it is time now, we must go. Let's say a part of 
the Rosary yet; the Glorious Mysteries, do you 
know them still?" 

Under the influence of the mild, sunny air, 
George in his hermitage above had fallen into a 
light slumber, that is the reason he heard nothing 
of the pious colloquy of the maidens below. For 
a moment he opened his eyes and then closed 
them again. 

Of a sudden he was startled by two clear voices 
alternating: "Blessed art thou among women a ad 
blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus : Who 
sent the Holy Ghost down upon us." "The angels 
are praying the Holy Rosary, he muttered and 
tho half-asleep he joined in the response with a 
firm voice: "Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for 
us sinners, now and at the hour of our death. 
Amen." 
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"Didn't you hear something?" Rika interrupt- 
ing 1 her prayer and somewhat scared, asked Rosa. 
"What, my friend?" 

"There's somebody up above, pnaying along 
— listen— for God's sake!" Rosa stopped and 
listened. She was frightened in turn. Like a 
sepulchral voice, the deep and somber notes came 
down the stairs: "Holy Mary, Mother of God. . ." 

In consternation the maids got up, and hurry- 
ing over bricks and stones, with throbs and 

groans, rushed out into the open The voice of 

the invisible worshiper could still be heard faint- 
ly, reciting the Our Father. "Let us sit down here 
on the grass and watch," Rika suggested, "per- 
haps some one in the tower saw and is mocking 
us." 

The voice suddenly ceased. George, now fully 
awake, arose and looked around. "I thought I 
was in heaven," he soliloquized, "and that one 
of the angels led the Rosary and I followed. It 
must have been a dream. I hope tho it will come 
true some day." 

He looked thru the tower-window at the church- 
clock in the valley. Descending the creaking 
stairs carefully, he stepped out of the lower castle 
room and closed the door slowly and tightly. 

"Well, well, it's Spital-George !" Rosa laughed; 
"we didn't have to be afraid of him. Next Sun- 
day we'll have another catechism hour in the 
tower." 
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Part Ninth 

A Meeting in the Height of the Storm 

A couple of days later Sister Electa handed 
George a letter which had just arrived ; the ad- 
dress was in labored penmanship. He looked at 
the letter suspiciously. 

"Keep the letter, Sister," he observed, "and 
read it. Who would care to write anything special 
to me?" 

"Maybe you are made an heir," the Mother 
laughed, "come, open and read it." 

"You better do it, I can only read print." 

The sister opened and read it. "George, the let- 
ter is from Jack Frisch in the city." 

"Well, then it is welcome and you can tell me 
what it says." 

Sister Electa read: 

My dear respected friend Spital-George, — 
My mother is very sick, she asks could you 
send her some snails and visit her. She says she 
must talk with you. She wants me to have a 
foster-father. Well, George, come soon then, 
mother asks you to do so and I too, 
I close with regards, 

Your loving friend, 
South Wall Street, 27. Jack Frisch. 

"Let me go to the city immediately, Sister," 
George begged, I'll make up for it by working two 
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free afternoons for the hospital without an hour 
off." 

"Yes, George, with pleasure,— the poor moth- 
er !" Sister Electa replied ; "you'll take two small 
bottles of wine along, one for you and one for 
the sick woman. Don't walk too fast, it's been a 
very sultry day ; I hope no storm will come up !" 

"I'm not afraid," George assured her, "nor is 
the distance to the city too far for me. I know a 
cut-off thru the woods and across the Hockruken, 
which is cool and short. God willing I'll be back 
by Angelus." 

"If a storm is on, I advise you to remain in the 
city; here is money for a night's lodging." 

"I'm already sufficiently provided," he said, re- 
fusing the money. 

"Give it to the poor woman, then." 

"God bless you!" 

"Should you for any reason be delayed, don't 
be anxious, I'll stay up till ten or eleven o'clock." 

George accordingly wias off on his twelve-mile 
trip to the city on a sweltering day. 

It was late in the afternoon when he started to 
return. The heavy man with bowed head mum- 
bling a word now and then, walked ahead slow- 
ly; he felt as if oppressed by some invisible load. 

" 'Tis terribly hot," he said, wiping his face, 
'Wd three hours still to Thalstadt. I'll take the 
crossroad over the hill thru the woods, maybe it's 
not so scorching above." 

In the meantime a mountain of clouds of spec- 
tral and forbidding aspect was forming in the 
southern sky. 
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George entered the woods. 'Til follow the old 
canal, that's the handiest route/' he muttered, the 
while directing his steps to reach the banks of the 
channel which ipanalleled and restrained a little 
mountain stream running alongside. This canal 
dated back to abbey-days. With provident in- 
dustry the monks had dug this channel four to 
five miles in length down from the hills and 
provided it with dams and locks to force the im- 
pounded waters to drive their grist-mill summer 
and winter. At the present time it was merely 
an unkept water-course choked with bushes the 
whole way. This was the road George had chos- 
en. It was growing darker and darker; there 
was a rushing of wind thru the tree-tops; heavy 
drops of rain began to fall, a dazzling flash — 
and with a mighty thunderclap reverberating 
from hill to hill that caused the very earth to 
tremble, the storm was on in all its fury. The 
woods were dark as night. In a few minutes 
more, following closely upon a succession of ter- 
rible lightning strokes and terrific thunder peals, 
veritable floods poured from the sky. 

"May God and Has Holy Cross save me," 
George prayed. Blessing himself he sought 
shelter in a protecting thicket and began to say 
his Rosary aloud. After about a quarter of an 
hour the storm somewhat abated. He stepped up 
again to the embankment but the water in the 
canal was top-high and overflowing the pathway 
in many places. 
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"Take care, George, not to step aside or you'll 
be in the canal," he spoke in self admonishment, 
looking at the yellow flood-waters, which, bear- 
ing upon their surface twigs and branches, were 
tumultuously rushing onward. 

"And woe to me if the dam should give way," 
he added. The anxiety, however, which he felt at 
the time would have been greatly aggravated had 
he known that another wayfarer and one unfami- 
liar with the locality, was in the vicinity. 

This man astray was none other tham the Prot- 
estant preacher of Hochruken. "He was return- 
ing from the city ; homeward bound he had taken 
not the canal-pathway but the lower valley road. 
It would be worth knowing how this scoffer and 
blasphemer of the Blessed Sacrament felt during 
the darkness, the awful lightning amd thunder of 
the storm and the cloudburst. Was it not he 
that had said : "Would that there had come a 
storm from heaven to destroy the decorations and 
that it had poured down in bucketfuls"? Pale, 
his face distorted with fright, he stumbled slowly 
along without uttering a prayer, without a call to 
God for help. 

Suddenly he stopped. There was a strange 
low thundering sound, a dull gurgling and crackl- 
ing as of rushing, raging waters. Before he had 
even realized his danger, a monster yellow wave 
was upon him. The dam had gone out and the 
mad flood was involving in ruin everything with- 
in its path. 
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With a scream the unfortunate man made 
feverish haste to escape; it was too late. The 
waters rose to his knees in a minute, and in 
a minute more had reached his shoulders, lifted 
him from his feet and like a ball bore him helpless- 
ly onward. His shrieks of despair were heard 
above the noise of wind and storm. 

"Holy Mother of God, the dam has given way 
and overwhelmed some poor traveler, help him!" 
was George's response to the cry. This very 
moment he caught sight of the wretched fellow 
who, shoulder-high in the water with the waves 
continually dashing over his head, was holding 
on desperately to a tree and incessantly yelling for 
help. 

"Hold on, and I'll be there in a minute," George 
hallooed at the top of his voice quickly descending 
the bank to the valley below. Bracing 
himself against a big tree, he held out his cane 
to the drowning clergyman : "Grip it tightly, and 
I'll draw you out !" 

The preacher clutched it with both hands, but 
the impetuous flood snatched it from his grasp and 
Swept him off. For a moment he was completely 
submerged. George followed his course and again 
stemming himself against a tree which he encircl- 
ed with his left arm, he caught hold of the faint- 
ing man with his right and with a tug and pull 
landed him on a rising, where, tho neck-deep 
in water, he held him in comparative safety. 

"We must remain where we are till the worst 
is over," he said; "but all is up if the waters rise 
any higher. Mother of God, help us!" 
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After a quarter of an hour the torrential 
stream began to fall and its violence to abate. 
Then with an effort he helped the preacher who 
was still immersed waist-high, to higher ground 
and finally tugged him to the footpath of the 
canal. 

"YOU're out of it now and can hasten home!" 
said George. 

The preacher simply gasped; the agonizing 
fright had deprived him of speech and volition. 
"Well then, hold on to me, I'll lead," said George. 
"The dam has given way ahead; we must retrace 
our steps and return to Thalstadt by the highway. 
It is a long distance around, but it's all we can 
do. Thanks be to God and His Blessed Mother 
that nothing worse has happened to us. Your 
clothes will dry of themselves." 

Wet to the skin, the pair, mud-bespattered and 
exhausted, trudged along and at last reached the 
public road leading toward Hockruken. After 
a mile or two, the town despite the misty rain, 
could be descried looming up in the distance. 

"I must sit down, I am all spent and cannot 
go on," the clergyman groaned as they came to 
the bridge, beneath whose arches the surging 
waters rolled and from which the overflow of the 
canal, flooding the lowlands like a mighty sea, 
could be seen. 

"You have reason to thank God with all your 
heart to-night," George remarked to his compan- 
ion when they were seated on one of the piers. 
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"Who are — who are you please?" The preach- 
er asked, "that I may thank you ; you have saved 
my life in all probability." 

"No doubt, but, after all, it is God you must 
thank. You need not know my name, I want no 
praise for what I did. But one thing I'll tell you, 
and I hope you'll take it in good grace," George 
said, getting up and facing the man with stern 
dignity; "you don't know who I am but I know 
who you are: The Lutheran preacher of Hoch- 
ruken." 

"That's who I am," the latter admitted, some- 
what embarrassed. 

"In that case I hold it against you not that you 
are a preacher but that you were the 
one who broke into our Coipus^Christi proces- 
sion with a cigar in your mouth and your hat on ; 
deny it if you can!" 

"How do you know that, how can you prov? 
it?" the surprised culprit hastened to inquire, 
timidly mustering George. 

"Don't lie to me, I know it. I knew you as soon 
as I saw you ; on my snail-selling rounds I got to 
know you a long time ago. You were also recogniz- 
ed by the Lutheran pastor of Thalstadt and his 
wife. The latter from sheer horror at your godless 
impudence clapped her hands above her head as 
soon as you passed. Do you still deny it? If I 
should tell the people that you were the notor- 
ious disturber of their worship, they'd have you 
arrested at once." 
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"If you are so certain it was I, why did you 
not have me arrested long ago?" the miscreant 
asked having regained his self-possession. 

George approaching him whispered into his 
ear : "Because I felt ashamed of you ! After all, 
even such as you are, you are a clergyman, on 
account of which people respect you. What would 
the young fellows of Hochruken have said to 
have seen you in such disguise? Stop those 
tricks in future, they are suggested by the Evil 
One, you've had your warning to-day. Conduct 
yourself decently like other Protestant church- 
men ; let us alone and attend to your own parish- 
ioners. Til forget it this time. So then, good- 
by, you don't need me any more, I must be off." 

George hobbled away and disappeared at a 
turn in the woods. The preacher resting himself 
awhile longer, was deeply buried in thought. 
What those thoughts were only God knows. 

Part Tenth 
George's Account of His Trip 

It was ten o'clock at night when George reach- 
ed the hospital. The Superioress herself let him 
in. He was very brief : "Sister, I need your 
advice; it's a very important matter. But I can't 
tell you till to-morrow morning. I must go to 
bed; I'm freezing thru and thru." The Mother 
gave him a cup of tea and a swallow of Cherry 
Wine and dismissed him. 
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The next day after dinner he began his story 
but not a word of the clergyman's adventure and 
the rescue. 

"Sister, it was a remarkable day in many ways. 
Just think Mrs. Frosch the grocer-woman, had 
been at the house of the mother of little Jack!" 

"How was that?" the Superioress asked as- 
tonished. 

"She had been there and was gone before I 
arrived. Listen, I'll tell you all. But— but, the 
mother of little Jack! who would have thought 
it! My, my!" George shook his head. 

"What about the mother?" 

"Well, Sister, it's an old story and a long story 
which I thought had been buried and forgotten; 
but no ; I must tell you all. Now then, the moth- 
er of little Jack is my real niece ; her name is 
Rose. She was the finest girl in Thalstadt fifteen 
years ago and had money too. We were much 
together, Rose and I, and loved each other as 
truly as sister and brother. She had no other 
close relative and therefore she spent most of her 
leisure in our house. It was at this time a young 
man settled in our village who soon after became 
the Spital-bookkeeper." 

"You are alluding to the deceased husband of 
Mns. Frosch?" the Sister asked. 

"Yes, the same," George replied, "but at that 
time he had no use for the grocer-woman; he 
wanted Rose and she wanted him; I had it from 
my niece's lips. I was single and living with my 
brother; if I had wished to marry, Mrs. Frosch 
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would gladly have consented to become my part- 
ner, but thanks be to God, I could not bear her;" 
he sighed with deep satisfaction. 

"Indeed, thanks be to God, George," the Sister 
added smilingly. 

"Noticing that I spurned her, the living devil 
took possession of her and by hook and crook she 
strove thenceforth to disgust the bookkeeper with 
Rose and gain him for herself. In this design she 
succeeded — God forgive her — the two became 
estranged." 

George was silent, occupied perhaps with the 
scenes of a sad and gloomy past. The Mother did 
not disturb him. 

After some minutes he resumed the story: 
"Sister Superior, what I am about to tell you, 
I thought had been forgotten forever; promise 
me you will never tell anyone about it." 

"I'll promise that, George. How did Mrs. 
Frosch bring about their separation?" 

"In a foul, foul way, Sister. She lied to the 
bookkeeper telling him that I — and— and — little 

Rose were bad — in a certain way — and that 

Rose was deceiving her betrothed and was un- 
faithful to him." 

Under the excitement of relating this fact, the 
parched face of the old man reddened with shame 
and indignation. Think of the crime against 
Rose, so modest and chaste a maiden, and withal 
so much attached to him ! Moreover, I was so 
much older than she, and besides, as to my rela- 
tions with women, on this point my conscience is 
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clear, and I can die in peace. The foolish, impet- 
uous young man, however, believed the infernal 
lies and acted as a man who had lost his reason. 
If only he had questioned Rose or me or neigh- 
bors! Of course, Mrs. Frosch would not allow 
this, else her calumnies would have been exposed. 
She incited him <m and on without rest or inter- 
mission until her devilish purpose had been ac- 
complished/' 

Breathlessly the Sister listened to the unadorn- 
ed recital of how Rose was robbed of her honor. 
When he halted a second time, overcome with 
grief, the Sister unable to see him suffering so, 
asked most kindly: "What happened then, 
George?" 

"The bookkeeper nearly killed me," he answer- 
ed. "It was Confirmation night. The parish- 
ioners were standing round the rectory singing 
to the bishop and making speeches. I saw little 
Rose with la companion standing in the crowd. 
Going up to her I greeted her and her friend and 
talked to them for a while; then by amd by bid- 
ding them goodnight, I started for home. But 
the bookkeeper lay in wait among the hedges 
down at the creek and as I was passing, after call- 
ing me a dirty hellish name, he struck me a ter- 
rific blow on the head which laid me on the ground 
unconscious. Not satisfied with this punishment 
he seems in his madness to have kicked and tram- 
pled on me ; I have this injured foot to this day as 
a remembrance of that night." 
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Looking at the Religious he continued : "Moth- 
er, I was seriously hurt; six weeks I was laid up 
in the hospital, during ten days of which I was 
senseless. But what hurt me most of all were 
the things that that impious woman told about 
me/' 

"I believe you, George," said the Sister in 
sympathy. "Was not the bookkeeper punished 
for the assault?" 

George replied: "Of what use would it have 
been if I had had him arrested? The evil was 
done. Then, too, he would not have waylaid me 
had it not been for the monstrous calumnies of 
Mrs. Frosch. She was the cause of it all. The 
consequence was that I grew sick of the world. 
My head bothered me ever after; I suffered 
grievously from headaches. Finally I gave over 
my farm to my brother, who in turn, on account 
of his drinking, lost it. Crippled and without a 
cent in the world I was obliged to seek shelter in 
the hospital, and I think now this was God's wilJ. 
For I am satisfied here, provided you are so with 
me," he said looking at the Sister again. 

The latter could not conceal her admiration for 
the noble character of the simple man. "If all 
in the hospital were like you, George," she ob- 
served, "it would be easy being Superioress. But 
now, what have you to tell me concerning Rose, 
and; how am I to help her?" 

"After I got out of the hospital, Rose was gone," 
he related with deep sorrow. "It nearly broke 
her heart when her betrothed charged her to her 
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face with such wicked things. She went to the 
city and took service among strangers. The 
path accordingly was clear for Mrs. Frosch ; after 
three months the deceived man married her and 
not long after he realized the kind of woman he 
had gotten. The unfortunate fellow paid dearly for 
his misstep, God rest his soul! With Rose he 
would never have ended as he did," George con- 
cluded the sad story. 

"But, George, you have chills and look sick," the 
Superioress remarked with anxiety, "you must go 
to bed, it is a bad cold you caught." 

"Yes, I'm chilled to the bone, I'll have to go to 
bed sooner to-day. First of all, however, I need 
your advice, Sister, in the principal matter." 

He explained it thus : "Well then, the mother of 
little Jack Frisch is my niece." 

"Have you known this a long time, George?" 
the Superioress asked. 

"By no means, I learnt it yesterday for the first 
time. As I entered the room where the little boy 
was, I saw a woman sick abed ; she looked at me 
and I at her — it was dear little Rose. She is thin 
and feeble and can't live much longer. We rec- 
ognized each other immediately. She told me all 
that she had to suffer because of the lies of the 
grocer-woman; for three years she visited no 
place excepting the church. Her Confessor ad- 
vised her and consoled her as best he could. At 
last she married an official, a non-Catholic, who 
promised her everything; the first six children 
were baptized Catholic, but when old enough he 
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resolved to send than to the Lutheran school ; 
this he did at the instigation of the preacher who 
was after him day and night; had he not 
promised to comply with his wishes he would 
have lost his position. Our dear Savior, however, 
interfered and took them to Himself by death 
when they were six and seven years old ; one 
reached the age of nine. The man regarded the 
loss of his children as a punishment from God for 
having broken his word. Therefore he agreed to 
send Jack, his last and only child, to a Catholic 
school; this he did, land the boy has been doing 
well ever since and is at the head of his class. 
The father, who was never very robust, succumb- 
ed to overwork and died about a year ago leaving 
Rose and her child alone and unprovided for. 

"She is slowly dying of consumption, and her 
one concern is her son Jack. Friends on the fa- 
ther's side tried to have the boy put into a Prot- 
estant Orphan Home but she most firmly with- 
stood their attempts: 'My child must remain 
and be brought up Catholic, this is my will, and 
this was his father's desire,' she insisted. After 
this they let her alone. 'However, when once I'm 
dead,' she said to me, 'I know they'll take him 
and turn him Protestant, therefore I confide him 
to you and appoint you his foster-father.' " 

"Did you not say that Mrs. Frosch had been at 
the house?" 

"Yes, yes, little Rose told me that Mrs. 
Frosch was to see her before I got there. They 
are distantly related. How she found out that 
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Rose was sick and where she lived, the grocer- 
woman would not tell. She was very kind and 
sympathetic in her talk in reference to the sick- 
ness but with never an allusion to her crime of 
fifteen years ago ; she promised to look after Rose 
while sick and told her not to worry about Jack 
for the future. 

" 'God forgive me if I'm doing wrong,' Rose said 
to me, 'in distrusting Mrs. Frosch, but I can't 
help it; I'm afraid that in regard to my boy she 
has a wicked purpose in view.' And I believe the 
same, Superioress. The preacher of Hochruken 
and others of his stripe with as little faith, are in 
and out continually at the grocer-woman's; there 
is a plot hatching. Therefore, Sister, you must 
help me, for the sake of poor Rose and her child, 
to have me appointed guardian officially. Tho I 
can't give him much, I can and will pray for 
him every day. Perhaps the court will declare 
me unfitted to be made guardian ; in that case we'll 
have to look around for some one else so that the 
boy will be brought up Catholic and Rose may 
die in peace." 



) rest, assuring him that she would immed- 
discuss the case with the parish priest. 
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Part Eleventh 

Mines and Countermines 

The fears of Jack's dying mother were by no 
means groundless. The Superioress was soon 
convinced of this. Rose, the faithful maid of 
Mrs. Frosch, had called upon the priest in regard 
to a question of conscience. This pious girl who 
valued her holy faith above all earthly gifts, had 
bitter complaints to bring and charges to make : 
That her mistress reads every night from scur- 
rilous ipapers, column after column of the most 
vicious calumnies against the Church, the Papacy, 
the Religious Orders, and even against the Holy 
Sacrifice of the Mass; that she reads these ar- 
ticles aloud not merely to herself but in the hear- 
ing of her young son "Cabbage-White," and that 
she, the maid, must also attend. That this reading 
is followed up by her comments, namely, that 
Catholics are the most ignorant people in the 
world, and that every enlightened family nowa- 
days has its children brought up Protestant. She 
has hinted more than once that if the priest ever 
should dare to displease her, then to spite him, she 
and her boy would join the Lutheran church. 

"And little Jack also is to be brought up Prot- 
estant," the maid reported. He does not, of 
course, deserve such a favor, being so ill-bred a 
boy, on the contrary, he merits to be placed under 
the strictest discipline; a training, her mistress 
says he'll get from her once his mother is dead, 
but nevertheless, she will npt refuse him a Prot- 
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estant bringing up. Spital-George has spoiled him 
and incited him against her; she will at- 
tend to it that the boy never meets him 
again. Once he is out of school, arrange- 
ments will be made to send him to an in- 
stitution where he'll see neither a nun nor a 'par- 
son/ She admitted that these plans could not be 
definitely discussed as long as the mother was 
alive. She also stated that henceforth she would 
live in peace with old George, because she had 
heard he had quite some money laid by which as 
his nearest relative she hoped to inherit. Obliged 
to hear such scandalous talk from day to day, 
and despite her best efforts unable to stop it, the 
godfearing maid had called upon the priest to 
ask him if under these conditions she should con- 
tinue or give up her work at the grocer-woman's. 
Her mistress acts as one possessed ; is loud-mouth- 
ed and hazardous in her speech and listens to no 
one. 

The village priest had informed Sister Electa 
of all this when she came to consult him in be- 
half of little Jack. He told her at the same time 
that the appointment of George as his guardian 
would be attended with difficulty; it were better, 
he suggested, to choose some other good, ener- 
getic man of the village instead. Thereupon the 
Superioress mindful of his promise, aippealed for 
help in this weighty matter to Count Helmuth who 
was still tarrying lat Castle Hohenthurm. 

The day after, the nobleman was at the hospit- 
al-door ready to do the "bidding," as he expressed 
himself, of Sister Electa. 
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The Sister told the count of the danger threat- 
ening little Jack Frisch and also all that she knew 
about old George. 

She then inquired of her noble friend whether 
he knew of an estimable man in the city who 
might be eligible as guardian for the child and 
begged him also to suggest the name of a reput- 
able lawyer who would back up the foster-father 
whenever necessary. 

The count stroked his beard meditatively. Af- 
ter a moment or two he said : "Sister, to prove 
to you that I consider this case a personal affair 
and as a mark of my esteem for your heroic vir- 
tue—" 

"Better say, for the love of God and justice," 
the Sister interrupted. 

"Just as you like/' he continued, — "I make the 
proposition of appointing myself his guardian!" 

The Superioress looked at him amazed. 

"Perhaps, dear Sister, this plan is not wholly 
agreeable to you because I am a Protestant? But 
upon my word of honor, the child shall be brought 
up in the faith his parents have determined, that 
is, in the Catholic Religion. It will be my sole 
right and privilege to see that this is done. I will 
consider it a most sacred duty to discountenance 
and to crush any and every attempt by open or 
underhand method to withdraw the child from the 
Catholic Church. Is this satisfactory?" 

"May God bless you a thousand times, Count 
Helmut," the Sister exclaimed with a tear of joy 
in her eye. "May God bless you, your wife and 
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children, in view of your goodness to this help- 
less boy so soon to be orphaned. And I pray God 
he will prove no discredit to you." 

"I will attend to it right away and see to all the 
formalities required before the mother dies." 

"Ah, now I know, Sir Count, why God has 
permitted that you find me out here," the Sister 
remarked, deeply moved; "my brothers are far 
away, my brother-in-law also — and I am here 
alone—." 

"You forget, Sister Electa, that at all times you 
have me at your beck and call and that I will con- 
sider it a pleasure and an honor to serve you. 
Moreover, the queen keeps you in happy and gra- 
cious remembrance and would be rejoiced to know 
that you are here at the head of the hospital." 

"Let that pass," the Sister quickly replied ; "it 
would indeed have to be something most extraor- 
dinary to induce me to come out of my blessed re- 
tirement." 

"May I pay a visit to old George who has es- 
poused the cause of the boy so generously?" the 
count asked ; "I am deeply interested in a man so 
low of birth and in such humble circumstances 
who has such nobility of character and has prac- 
ticed such exalted virtue." 

"0 gladly, Sir Count, he is upstairs in a little 
room by himself ; yes, let us go up and see him." 
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Part Twelfth 
On the Bed of Death 

The little passing-bell was jingling that very 
moment; the priest vested in surplice bearing the 
Blessed Sacrament was descending the stairs. He 
had brought George the Holy Viaticum to 
strengthen him for the last journey. 

Standing in the water breast-high for so long 
a time, whereby he had saved the preacher of 
Hochruken from drowning, had chilled him thru 
and thru and brought on a case of double pneu- 
monia which, as the doctor said, must end fatally. 
Thereupon George put his house in order. The 
first and real cause of his sickness neither the 
Superioress nor any one else even surmised. The 
simple man saw no reason for telling the story. 
It was enough to have informed the doctor that 
he had been caught in the late cloudburst and that 
he had been thoroughly soaked. His heroic act 
of charity would be buried with him in the grave. 

Sister Electa amd the count were about to en- 
ter the sickroom when the nurse in attendance 
came out and told me that Mrs. Frosch was at 
George's bedside. 

a l he third time she has here to- 

* *e Superioress remarked with astonish- 
ment. She was here an hour ago and we could 
hardly get her out to give the man a chance to 
make his Confession. The priest had to threaten 

EELrV 0<m . a8 the Sacrame nts were admin- 
istered she returned to the room vowing that by 
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right of relationship she would henceforth re- 
main till he died. 

The two entered the chamber. 

George looked deathly pale and sick but yet his 
face reflected the peace and calm of the elect. With 
inexpressible meekness and gratitude he wel- 
comed the visitors. Close to his bed sat the female 
vulture; uipon the entrance of the Sister and the 
stranger she moved about nervously, wiping the 
brow of the sick one, shaking up his pillow and 
then harshly brawling into his ear : "Come, dear 
cousin, take a swallow of this good wine I have 
brought you, it's no hospital wine, it's Malaga!" 

"I can hear, thank God, as well as ever," was 
the short reply of the patient sufferer. "I thank 
you, I don't care for any wine. Why don't you 
go home? Thanks for your services. Your hus- 
band and household are surely looking for you." 

"No, dearest cousin, I'll not fosake you; as 
your only and nearest relative I know and will do 
my dutv ; no one but myself will close your eyes." 

"Well, well," George muttered. 

At this juncture the visitors stepped up to the 
bed : "George," said the Superioress looking at 
him intently, "this man here will take the whole 
responsibility on him; don't be troubled any 
more; you are glad, are you not?" 

Georcre raised his eyes ; he understood at once 
what the Sister was alluding to. For a long time 
with a searching look he gazed upon the count with 
his dark, calm eyes. "God will reward you a 
thousand times; but tell me who are you so that I 
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may present your name to our good God when I 
come to see Him? Most certainly I will beg Him 
to bless you." The sick man spoke slowly, while 
the count with tears in his eyes replied to the 
question by giving his name as "Helmuth" simply. 

The jealous ear of Mrs. Frosch was startled. 
"Sister," she said dictatorially, "I think the dying 
man ought not talk, it excites him too much." 

Spital-George, disregarding the selfish sym- 
pathy of the grocer-woman, said aloud : "Mother 
Superior, I must speak another word with you, 
Mrs. Frosch, you can go; I thank you for what 
you've done ; you can see yourself I'm well taken 
care of." 

"Here is my place," the intruder insisted loudly ; 
"I will not leave it, dear cousin ; surely you do not 
think me so heartless." 

"Woman, that will do," George retorted, "I 
have some special business to talk over with the 
Superioress." 

"May not your next of kin be permitted to 
hear this as well as a stranger," she persisted, 
fixing herself firmly in an armchair. 

George looked at the Superioress appealingly. 

The Sister turning to Mrs. Frosch said: "I beg 
you to do ias the sick man asks, he wishes to en- 
trust me with a commission no doubt, you 
can't forbid him that." 

"When one is so far gone as he," the harpy re- 
plied pointing her skinny hand at the face of 
the sick man, "a person is not responsible for 
what he says and does. Therefore it is advisable 
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that a member of the family stay around so that 
my relative can't be induced to do a foolish thing. 
The hospital is rich enough, Sister Superior." 
George smiled at this : "Mrs. Frosch, do not wor- 
ry yourself. My inheritance from father and 
mother is gone long ago; my brother, God rest 
his soul, spent it to the last penny. Of the few 
dollars I have saved at the hospital surely you will 
demand no share, nor will you get anything of it 
because it already has an owner. So now you can 
go home quietly and in peace." 

Red and white with anger on account of what 
she just heard, the woman got up; she did 
not notice that George was taken by a fainting 
spell. As the sympathetic Sister was bending 
over him and with her left hand under the pillow 
was raising his head the while with her right 
she was giving him a restorative, Mrs. Frosch was 
hissing at both: "Now indeed, I can go; after 
what he has told me I have no reason to stay. He 
is certainly a peculiar cousin. Who knows by 
what means the simple-minded fellow was coax- 
ed to part with his money. But it will appear in 
the papers, nor will I stand back from having the 
case tried in court." 

"I beg again that you spare at least the dying 
man your tirades. Leave him and afterwards 
you are free to do as you please." 

"Go," whispered George, "and let me die in 
peace." 

"Yes, yes, I'll go," the infuriated vixen sci earn- 
ed, "I'll go, yes; but let me tell you," addressing 
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the Sister, "I have more right in this hospital 
than you, and if I go, it is, because I choose to go. 
I am the daughter of a citizen of this town but 
who are you? You're the last one to show me 
the door ! You must have had a most remarkable 
past to be satisfied now spending your time in at- 
tendance upon a half-fool, uipon the greatest 
simpleton in Thalstadt, the snail-catcher, the old 
scamp — " 

With her eyes rolling wildly the insane woman 
had gotten very close to the Sister, who as if to 
shield the sick man from her fury, was bending 
over him, whispering beautiful prayers into his 
ear. 

Then did Count Helmuth intervene; with a 
push he threw the fury to one side and addressed 
her with a voice trembling with anger : "You un- 
natural woman, permit your poor relative at least 
to die in peace ! And beware that you say not an- 
other offensive word to Sister Electa." 

By this time Mrs. Frosch was frantic with rage. 
Her quivering lips parted and contracted in a 
fiendish grimace; laughing derisively she said: 
"It is very necessary no doubt that the virtuous 
Sister Electa should have so chivalrous a de- 
fender." 

"That will do, you witch!" the count in a 
thundering voice stopped the beastly woman. 
"I'll let you know whom you are talking to. The 
venerable Sister is — " 

"Sir Count, halt, I pray !" the Superioress beg- 
ged. 
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"Count?— count?" the blanched lips of the 
grocer-woman repeated in affrighted astonish- 
ment. To which he responded : "Yes, I am Count 
Helmuth, Grand Master of the Chase and 
Royal Chamberlain. And now get out of here as 
fast as you can. I'll reserve the rest for some 
other time." 

"O please, hurry, the ether-vial, there," Sister 
Electa called, holding the head of the almost un- 
conscious man in her arm. 

"At once, Your Highness!" the excited count 
exclaimed, forgetting the prohibition; hastening 
to a shelf he brought the requested tube. 

"Highness — Highness ! — count — count — High- 
ness!" the startled woman muttered confusedly; 
with a jerk at the door-knob she rushed out of the 
room. George had again come to himself. 

"Sister," he lisped, "I must tell you something." 

The count made a motion to withdraw. 

"No, you can remain ; better both of you hear 
it; then the Sister will have a witness if neces- 
sary," George whispered. The count stayed. 

"Sister, when I'm dead," the man said, "go up 
the old tower." 

She looked at him with surprise. 

"You can get up," he assured her, "you must 
get up. Ascend to the very top, till you can go no 
higher. There 'neath the uppermost venthole pull 
out a stone which you'll find loose. You may have 
to hunt round a little. In the cavity back of the 
stone you'll find a leathernpouch and in it five 
hundred florins. You take them." 
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"Don't look at each other so comically," George 
remarked; "I am, thank God, of sound mind yet. 
That money is mine. I earned it on free after- 
noons with my frogs and snails ; I spent sparing- 
ly, as you know, Sister, and there is not a dis- 
honest penny in the pile. This money I had in- 
tended for the St. Anthony's altar in the village 
church which is so bleached and faded that it 
badly wants a dressing in gold and colors. My 
great grandfather had built it a hundred years 
ago and it has never been gone over since. There- 
fore, I began to save because as the last of the 
family I thought it my duty to have the altar re- 
touched. My brother had money enough to do so 
but, God pity him ! he wasted it. These florins, 
then, I meant to give to the priest that he might 
have the altar restored which my ancestor had 
installed. So I had reasoned it out, but now I be- 
lieve, Sister, little Jack and his mother need the 
money more. St. Anthony will forgive me ; sure it 
hurts me very much for my sake and the sake of 
my people, to die leaving his altar ungilded." 

The count deeply touched consoled the dying 
man : "George, I have means and I will look af- 
ter Jack Frisch and his mother regardless of the 
five hundred florins; your money as determined 
will go to restore the St. Anthony altar!" 

"May God reward you !" said George, "you are 
a good man, may God bless you ! The money goes 
to St. Anthony, then, Sister! God bless you!" he 
whispered in farewell to the count who had left 
the room and departed. 
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When the Superioress returned, George re- 
marked to her that it was growing dark. A 
minute after he had a sinking-spell which was the 
beginning of his agony. 

The good Religious stood him by and helped 
him to the last to make acts of Faith and Hope 
in God and of Charity toward Him Who is the 
beginning and end of all that the human heart 
longs for and aspires after. 

"Have you nothing more to confess? 0 she ask- 
ed; "have you forgiven all who have injured 
you?" 

"All, all," he replied, "I take no unkind feelings 
with me, thank God. But one thing I must still 
say; I am urged to do so as if God wished it; 
when I'm dead, tell Mrs. Frosch that many a one 
has reached his goal following the sluggish snail, 
but never a one who was riding too fast a horse. 
In riding too fast a horse there is danger of being 
thrown ; tell her not to ride so fast nor so high." 

Then after a pause he added: "Dear God, 
you've kept me somewhat close in this world ; I 
never had much nor counted for much, but now 
in this hour I thank Thee a thousand — thousand 
times for Thy mercy. How good Thou hast done 
by me! Everything, everything was just right, 
everything to my benefit!" 

"Blessed are the poor in spirit," the Sister 
whispered. 

"One thing more, my good God: my life was 
clean, Thou knowest in what sense; my con- 
science is at rest, Thou hast safeguarded me. . ." 
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"Blesed are the pure of heart for they shall see 
God/' the Religious added. 

"And Thou hast not refused me my share of suf- 
fering; oh, there is nothing better than suffering. 
My Crucified Savior, Thou hast endured much and 
wert despised by the world; Thy Holy Church 
suffers and Thy Successor is reviled and calum- 
niated. Because the servant must not be above 
his lord, Thou hast given me my share also. Lord, 
Thou wilt make it right." 

"Blessed are they that suffer for My Name's 
sake," the Sister spoke in a louder voice. 

"Jesus, for Thee — I live — Jesus, for Thee — I 
die," — he muttered in his agony. 

A pause ensued. 

At last with all his remaining strength he 
prayed aloud : "Holy Mother of God, pray for me 

a poor sinner, now, — now — now! and at — " 

"the hour of my death. Amen," the Venerable 
Mother finished as iGeorge gave up his soul. His 
head was still resting in the right arm of Sister 
Electa, known in the world as Her Highness the 
Princess Ludovica, while with her left she was 
holding the blessed passing-oandle. The deceas- 
ed was ignorant of the fact that the daughter of 
a Catholic prince was assisting him in his last 
hour, him, the poor, despised, misjudged Spital- 
George. 
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Part Thirteenth 
The Last Accords and Discords 

The Sunday afternoon after George's funeral, 
while the men were taking their accustomed 
walk in the town and the women were gossiping 
in the park, Sister Electa left the almost desert- 
ed hospital and passing thru the thickets sur- 
rounding the base of the tower she entered it and 
carefully ascended to its very top. On a beam- 
projection under the sky-light lay George's lit- 
tle cap. 

The Superioress picked it up and laid it aside. 
"Your days of service are over, you have protect- 
ed a head which now wears a rich crown in 
heaven," she soliloquized about the hat, while 
inspecting the hermitage of him whose remains 
were even then mouldering in the grave. 

She seated herself on the very spot where the 
simple man had so often knelt and sat when he 
prayed or with eyes uplifted meditated about 
heaven. Then was she overcome with grief at the 
loss of the aged man who was so little esteemed, 
so little known and appreciated, but who in the 
sight of God was so great in patience and humil- 
ity, in simplicity, in guileless innocence that 
knew neither deceit nor malice, in the fervor and 
frequency of his prayers and in his meditations 
on eternity. The Sister realized what she and the 
hospital had lost in him. 

"Thou good, simple, saintly man, esteemed by 
God above all of us no doubt, how much I am in- 
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debted to the example you have given of heroic 
patience and charity ! 

"Remain near to me and to the hospital where 
your days were spent! Never will I forget your 
holy life!" 

And then the princess in Religious garb wept 
bitterly for the loss of the old, despised peasant. 

Having given vent to her emotion, she got up 
and looking out of the window scanning the 
beauties of hill and valley, she exclaimed with 
deepest feeling: "Oh, how happy we will be in 
heaven beyond, once we have divested ourselves 
of the poor trappings of this earth ! Pray for me, 
good SpitaMJeorge, that I may not miss my 
goal!" 

After this she began hunting for his concealed 
savings ; she found the money readily— a leather- 
pouch wrapped in an old handkerchief — 
withdrew it from its hidingiplace, took charge 
of it and descended the stairs. She brought the 
fund directly to the ipriest, and to his great edifi- 
cation told him for what ipunpose it was to be 
used. 

"I really believe that in Spital-George we 
had a saint in our midst," he observed. 

"Yes," the Sister agreed, "and to think of it, 
he was generally considered nothing but a man 
of feeble mind." 

"God has simply proven again that his elect are 
chosen from the lowliest and that the humble will 
shine as stars for eternity." 
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"There was one virtue especially in which he 
was heroic," the Sister affirmed, "and that virtue 
the hardest of all: To suffer injustice patiently 
and silently/' 

"God has rewarded him for it — and also for this 
generous gift left to beautify His house/' Then 
changing the subject the priest said : "Yesterday 
Mrs, Frosch informed me that she had left our 
Holy Church. All I could do to dissuade her was 
to no purpose. She had throttled her conscience 
— and me too almost — with a frothy flood of 
words void of reason and sense. It left me an 
opportunity to tell her George's dying message 
about the snail and the high horse. May God be 
merciful to her." 

Before the Superioress could express her 
horror, he went on: "But the place which has 
been vacated is already filled. The village-preach- 
er's servant, the good and honest Rika has picked 
up the discarded crown. This afternoon she beg- 
ged to be received into the Church. It is not im- 
probable, Sister, that she may become a daughter 
of yours." 

"God be blessed forever !" the Venerable Moth- 
er replied. 

♦ * * 

Fourteen years have gone by. At the village- 
entrance and at} the park in front of the parish- 
church festive arches span the street; the houses 
are decorated with birch-boughs and trees ; the in- 
terior of the church is in richest attire of flow- 
ers and shrubs and garlands and banners. Of 
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course, some of the decorations have wilted and 
faded. Five days ago Thalstadt had a First 
Mass. Rev. George, a young Capuchin, had offer- 
ed up the Most Holy Sacrifice for the first time. 
He was no other than the erstwhile Jack Frisch. 
Thanks to the kindness and generosity of Count 
Helmuth his guardian who was present at the 
celebration with his whole family, little Jack 
was enabled to go thru his classic and theological 
studies. He is now a priest and a devoted mem- 
ber of the Order of St. Francis and as happy as 
a man can be who with all his soul gives himself 
to the service of God. 

On the evening of that day the young priest ac- 
companied his friend, the Rev. Assistant of the 
old pastor, on a walk thru the valley. As they 
were approaching the bridge which crosses the 
village stream, a buggy came dashing onward 
from the rear. A young fellow with a dissipated 
face, laughing boisterously, was whipping his 
spirited, foam-flecked horse without mercy and 
racing him for all his life. 

"That's the grocer-woman's scamp!" the as- 
sistant remarked to the young Religious, at the 
same time drawing him down one side of the bank 
to give the mad fellow room to pass. It was hard- 
ly done when the driver was upon them. The 
scoundrel turned the horse purposely to run the 
two priests down. 

"Into the creek with you, parsons !" Cabbage- 
White bawled, swelling with insolence, — and in 
f$ct it was their only alternative if they did not 



Digitized by Google 



410 



THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



wish to be run over. They were forced therefore 
to stand waist-high in the water till the fellow 
laughing in mockery, had stormed past. 

After they got back to the road again a minute 
later they noticed to their consternation a cloud of 
dust near the bridge ; people were running thither 
from all sides ; what they saw upon their arrival 
was horrible indeed. The buggy was smashed to 
pieces, the horse in his agony kicking about wild- 
ly, twisting and turning in the dust, — with the im- 
pudent, blustering driver underneath. When 
with much difficulty the unfortunate man had 
been extricated from his dangerous position he 
was dead. For the fatal accident he had no one 
to blame but himself. By torturing the animal, 
he had maddened it so that the beast rushed blind- 
ly against the bridge-wall and struck its head 
against the parapet, with the result just de- 
scribed. 

"God be merciful to him," the shocked Reli- 
gious exclaimed, "I hope he. had time at least for 
an act of contrition." 

"I hope so too," his companion added, "but still, 
God's hand was in this catastrophe. It is not the 
first time the wretched man had acted toward 
priests as he did to-day." 

The last words of Spital-George were realized. 

Mrs. Froech in consequence of the dreadful 
death of her son so thoroughly spoilt, lost her 
reason. Her mind as to the past was blank; she 
found admittance into the hospital by the right 
she had once claimed of being the "daughter of a 
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Thalstadt citizen." In summer she is sometimes 
led into the garden where on account of her in- 
sane mutterings she is treated by the inmates as a 
witch just as in her day she heartlessly reviled as 
a hex the good "Sorrowing Granny." The preach- 
er calls upon her rarely but she recognizes neith- 
er him nor Sister Electa who loving and patient 
as ever is still at the head of the hospital. 

"Father George," the name little Jack selected 
at his profession in honor of Spital-George, visits 
Thalstadt once a year. Then does he invariably 
offer up the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass on the 
rich regilded altar of St. Anthony for the repose 
of the soul of his benefactor. Before that shrine 
and in that holy hour he annually renews the 
promise to reproduce in himself and in the faith- 
ful the exalted virtues of Spital-George. 
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It was just two hundred years ago on a Mon- 
day before St. James-day. A wonderful summer- 
evening sun flooded the imperial city Kaufbeuren 
with a genial warmth and with such excessive 
light as to bring out in relief the full beauty of 
this "Pearl of the Algau." Leaning against the 
mountain side of the Afra-Blase ridge, the city, 
half -encircled and laved by the waters of the 
Wertach, looked peaceful and happy from out its 
environment of trees and gardens and meadows, 
while on every side the magic charm of opening 
summer was evident in the fragrant flowers, the 
blossoming trees and shrubs of this highly favor- 
ed region. 

To add to the splendor and glory of nature, 
Kaufbeuren had decked itself out in festive attire. 
From the old Court House dating back to Gothic 
times, the City-banner was flying to the breeze, 
displaying the halved imperial eagle on the left 
and two stars on the right of the pale. The houses 
were decorated with flags and wreaths and all the 
towers had their banners unfurled. Among the lat- 
ter, conspicuous in festive regalia, were the for- 
tresses down at the riverside and those topping 
the bluffs to the rear of the city : the Penaltow- 
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er, the Pentagonal, the Roundtower near the 
chapel of St. Blase that looks down so piously 
from its proud heights on the houses below as if 
it were the sentinel-box of the guardian angels of 
Kaufbeuren. Even the closed, discarded wooden- 
bridge near the hosipital, was garlanded and its 
dark piers enwreathed with evergreens and bunt- 
ing. 

Down the steeip descent from St. Cosmas Chapel, 
over the draw-bridge and thru the mighty, pro- 
tected Rennweger gate, young and old in holiday 
dress, streamed ; the setting sun had put an end 
to their gala day and was hurrying them back to 
the city ere the gates would be shut for the night. 
It was the second day of the ancient annual 
Dance Festival which had come to a close. On 
the inviting hillside just beyond the walls the 
people had met, — excepting the Protestant guilds 
who faternized only within sectarian lines — to 
spend the day in play and amusement. The crowd 
was now tired out with cheering and running 
about, and was on its return to the city laughing 
and gossiping, eager to get home. 

In the cellar-like room on the ground-floor of 
a house on Neuen Gasse a loom was hard at work. 
At regular intervals the tread of the weaver was 
heard, as back and forth the shuttle flew with the 
strands threading the weave in and out; evidently 
an expert was at the bench. 

Had you entered the shop, you would have 
heard a voice soft and tuneful and sweet as from 
Paradise singing the love of Jesus to the throb 
of the loom : 
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"From now and until my last breath, 
As in life, will I love Thee in death. 
I love Thee, my Light and my Way, 
I love Thee, O Jesus ! my Stay, 
I love Thee in thought and desire, 
To Thee do my works all aspire; 
From now and until my last breath 
As in life, will I love Thee in death." 

The intruder if he cared to scan the small ill- 
lighted room, the two little windows of which 
were on a level with the sidewalk, would have 
seen a young woman of twenty-two years, obli- 
vious of all around her, hurling the shuttle with 
such diligence and devotion as if her very life de- 
pended upon the continuance and exactness of the 
work. She was rather pretty and of ordinary 
height; her face was eomely like that of a 
typical Algau maiden, clear and roseate, and en- 
circled with a wealth of beautiful tresses to en- 
hance its charm. 

There was something however, in the counte- 
nance that was extraordinary. It bore the impress 
not only of an unsullied innocence and purity, but 
also the stamp of a superhuman, supernatural vir- 
tue and firmness as she watched the spool flying 
back and forth ; and when she raised her head, it 
seemed as if her brow were enhaloed with some 
mysterious majesty and glory. 

Her song was at an end. Without stopping her 
work even for a second she began a touching, 
most solemn and cordial colloquy with some one 
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whom she realized as present near her and to 
whom she addressed burning words of faith and 
love. "Blessed art Thou, My Spouse, Jesus; 

Thou wert obedient to Thy Father until death 

0 precious, precious obedience, how wonderfully 
great!. . .Sweet, strong, mighty obedience, con- 
summated on the Cross ! Forever blest, be Thou, 
the holy Will of the Father, forever blest the Will 
of the Son, the Godman : the two Wills in accord 
every hour, every minute, in every inclination of 
the Heart of Jesus! I adore Thee, 0 Jesus, for 
uniting Thy Will with Thy Father in every 
thought and word, even as warp and woof cross 
and unite on the loom. And me, thy .poor un- 
worthy handmaid, help me also to do Thy holy 
Will, my King, my God, and my All ; let me be the 
pedal in the work of Thy Providence, let me be 
spurned and footed by the world so that I will 
care and wish for no one excepting Thee." 

Then again did her vocal prayer lead to song 
and with fervency she reipeated : "I love Thee, 0 
Jesus! my way," her generous heart throbbing 
with uncontrollable love. But unceasingly the 
loom went rattling on ; the threads were buzzing 
and flying thru the maze of the weave, the bobbin 
hurrying back and forth between her deft right 
hand and left, while the bare walls of the somber 
cheerless basement gave back the wondrous song. 

A shadow from the street passed the window, 
then steps were heard of some one coming down 
the stairs and the door opened. 
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"Anna, father says, eome home, the supper- 
porridge is ready!" a girl called, about five 
years of age. 

Instantly the loom was stopped, she got up and 
taking her little sister by the hand she left the 
workshop. Up a short narrow steps they climbed 
and entered the living room the two windows of 
which fronted on Neue Gasse. Their little home 
was humble indeed ; the ceiling was low and the 
furnishings very poor ; still it looked inviting on 
account of the flowers at the window, the Cruci- 
fix, the blessed Palm-branch and the sacred 
pictures on the wall, but especially because of 
the spotless cleanliness everywhere. 

While the family was taking its frugal meal, 
the father, Mr. Hoess, related what he had seen 
at the Dance Festival. He concluded his brief 
account saying: "On the whole it tired me. It is 
more for children after all than for grown people. 
If my guild had not compelled me to go I would 
have remained at home." 

"Matthias, it is a duty," the mother remarked. 
"Since all the Protestant weavers turn out, the 
Catholic masters must also show up. Even so they 
are in the minority." 

"Yes, it would have been all right if you had 
gone along, Lucia, and you, Anna — " 

"And I, too, papa, not so?" little Reggie glee- 
fully interrupted. 

"But, Reggie, what little girl small as you dares 
to speak at table without having been apoken to !" 
the mother corrected the child. "You must never 
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interrupt your father, and never speak till asked. 
Now quick, quick, promise papa you'll not do it 
again." 

Thus reprimanded the little girl looked up at 
her sister Anna distressedly, while her eyes fill- 
ed with tears : "Papa, I'll not do it again." An- 
na looked at her lovingly and earnestly, nodding 
to her. 

Mr. Hoess continued : "If you had been along it 
would have suited me better. But, mother, it is 
impossible to get you out of the house, — and her, 
least of all !" Saying which he looked at Anna, 
in a loving way however. 

The mother answered : "Indeed, Anna would 
rather go somewhere else than to a dancing-floor ; 
isn't it so, daughter?" 

The beautiful, spiritual face of the maiden tint- 
ed slightly as with downcast eyes she assented 
with a noticeable bow. With an imploring look 
she appealed to her mother, but she gave her 
daughter to understand that she must speak for 
herself: "Speak out, Anna, isn't it so?" 

"Surely, my dear father has known it for a 
long time," she began, "that my heart night and 
day is longing for the convent and that his per- 
mission to follow my vocation would afford me 
the greatest happiness. I beg my good father 
therefore again, to allow me to go ; I will do my 
best in the convent and will pray there for him 
and you, mother, more than ever." 

With folded hands she approached and begged 
him to grant her this boon, turning her wondrous 
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soulful eyes upon him who even from her earliest 
youth had been to her a model of virtue. But he 
refused to look at her and merely shook his head. 

Then with words curt and almost rude he re- 
plied : "I have told you many a time, Anna, and 
I'll tell you once more now, drive those thoughts 
and that wish from your mind. We are poor, I 
can give you no dower, nothing, and the convent 
is poor, even poorer than we ; without money they 
cannot and will not receive a maiden even if she 
were a saint. Therefore it is impossible. If God 
had intended you for the cloister he would have 
given you parents with means." 

The mother wished to put in a word in behalf 
of her child who was standing grief -stricken with 
her head bowed before her father, but Matthias 
continued rapidly and nervously: "Then, there 
is another point. You are frail and not strong; 
in the convent the rule is strict and unrelenting, 
all must be done just so ; you'll not be able to stand 
it." 

"My dear father, I can do with little sleep and 
I can work," Anna replied with honest determin- 
ation and a firm will, but her father interrupted : 

"Once and for all I do not wish you to go and 
will not give my consent, Anna !" He spoke with 
a voice that was quite unusual with him but 
which to a practised ear betrayed the anguish 
of a father's heart : the love for his child, his 
favorite; his good, blameless, incomparable An- 
na, the glory and sunshine of his home, whom he 
could never replace. 
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Suddenly his tone changed and mildly, insis- 
tently, he pleaded in turn : "Anna, stay with us, 
neither mother nor I will ever force you to marry. 
You can continue to live under our roof a pious, 
virginal life and do just as is done in a convent 
and pray and go to church and at the same time 
help us to bring up your sister. . .See how many 
devoted maidens there are whose cloister is their 
home. It seems to me that our dear Lord wish- 
es you to remain at home." 

There was a pause ; two large tears stole from 
beneath the lowered lids of the humble virgin 
and bedewed her cheeks. 

"Respected father, I beg your pardon," she re- 
peated filially, "but I am urged to say, that I feel 
God wishes me to do what I have told you. How- 
ever, for the meantime, I will pass the call by 
and continue to work quietly and diligently as 
before. But this surely you will grant me, dear 
father, to pray that it be accomplished if it is 
really God's will." 

The evening bell began to toll in the old belfry 
of St. Martin's Church before the weaver could 
answer. They all got up to say the Angelus and 
then upon their knees they added the long Night 
Prayers as was custom in the family. When the 
devotions were over the father's face was mfld 
and quite mellowed and he dropped the subject 
that had been on his mind, nor did he forbid his 
daughter to pray for the realization of that to- 
ward which for many years her soul so vehement- 
ly aspired. As long as there was light Anna con- 
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tinued reading the life of St. Margaret, virgin, 
while ever and anon the father gave her a look of 
deep reflection and inquiry. 

This very minute the honorable and virtuous 
mayor Matthias Woerle von Woerberg, accompa- 
nied by the city attorney, the deputy sheriff and a 
relative, was coming down Neue Gasse. The party 
was returning from an evening walk in the 
country thru Kemptener Gate and was on its 
way to the public square. It was the mayor's 
purpose to show his relative the sights of Kauf- 
beuren. "Do you see that broad building yon- 
der?" He was pointing to a house or rather to a 
double house divided below by an alley-way, the 
upper stories of which were united under a large 
common roof. 

"The ground-floor to the right, is occupied by a 
decent evangelical man of our confession ; in the 
wing to the left, lives a Catholic Saint." 

At these words his friend burst out a-laughing; 
but his host repeated gravely: "It is the truth. 
Hoess, the weaver, lives there and his daughter 
Anna is a marvel of virtue and piety. I got to know 
her years ago at the School Examinations. She 
passed her test in Religion at seven years of age 
and in a manner that would have done credit to a 
doctor in Theology; and mind you, not as if re- 
peating something she had learnt by rote but as 
coming from her heart. I was astonished with 
what lucidity and correctness she explained doc- 
trines the most abstruse — truths that many of us 
never heard of or at least never assimilated — and 
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this with such wonderful fire and gravity that 
more than once unwittingly I asked myself— is 
this natural, is this possible ?" 

"Little Anna Hoess was accordingly admitted 
to Confirmation/' the deputy added, "when only 
seven years of age." 

"Confirmed or as Catholics call it, admitted to 
Holy Communion," the attorney explained. 

"Oh, well, it is a marvel not unheard of," the 
relative who was a Protestant as were his three 
companions, parried the remarkable statement of 
the mayor, "occasionally to find a child with an 
abnormal memory ; in Munich, for example—" 

"I am not alluding to a feat of memory," Mat- 
thias Woerle interrupted, "but to a profound reli- 
gious intelligence such as I have never seen in a 
child. Marvelous things are told of her ex- 
traordinary piety. For hours in succession the 
pious girl will kneel immovably in prayer, never 
looking around or whispering as the young are 
wont to do." 

"Yea, even stranger things are related of her," 
the deputy confirmed. "I have it from the people 
around St. Martin's Church, that the maid after 
receiving Communion, remains two and three 
hours on her knees in adoration, during which 
time like a disembodied spirit, nothing can dis- 
tract or move her. On these days she comes to the 
church at four o'clock in the morning, sometimes 
at three or even at two, in summer as well as wint- 
er and in deepest prayer and recollection stands 
outside waiting for the doors to open." 
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"Now then, that is saying too much!" the 
visitor protested ; "and if it were so, how self- con- 
scious the child must be by this time." 

"You are wrong again," his host intervened, 
"the young Anna — she must be now about nine- 
teen or twenty — is a maiden guileless and mod- 
est, most lovable and loving, obliging and always 
ready to be of service, without a trace of selfish- 
ness. I am convinced that she has no idea of her 
gifts and worth. It is a pleasure to see her work ; 
she is the queen of the loom in all Kaufbeuren." 

"Why, she must be a paragon of virtue, then. 
What does the maiden look like?" 

The mayor answered seriously: "She is 
beautiful of course, or else she were not a daught- 
er of the Algau but her beauty is of a rare, ex- 
quisite kind. Her face seems to reflect the splen- 
dor of her angelic soul. She is my type and my 
conception of a saint. 

The nephew could not help laughing. "If that 
is so," he said, "she would make an ideal wife. 
Has she money?" 

The uncle disregarding the second question, re- 
plied to the first remark : "Nephew, don't as- 
sociate the idea of marriage with her. Anna 
Hoess does not suggest to me a betrothed or a 
wife; she is destined for something higher: for 
the cloister and nothing else. Then, too, it were 
indeed a pity, if this human seraph were obliged 
to trail her wings in the dust of an ordinary or 
commonplace life." 
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"Too bad that the convent will not receive her," 
the attorney remarked. "The nuns at Maierhof 
have refused several times already. With tears 
she has entreated them to receive her even as the 
last and least among them, but they bade her go." 

"That convent is very poor, they are in want 
and need money," the deputy informed the 
stranger. 

"Still, a pearl of such a price they ought not to 
reject, dowry or no dowry," the mayor observed ; 
"if that girl wished to marry, the richest man 
might safely take her poor as she is, as an in- 
valuable treasure into his house." 

"Maierhof Convent is concerned a little too 
much with its temporal welfare," the attorney 
said, "and many of the people think the same. 
It is not a matter exclusively Catholic or Prot- 
estant to love and revere so noble and pure a girl 
as Anna Hoess and therefore we feel her rejec- 
tion by the nuns as a personal grievance. Many 
women have refused to give alms to the convent 
in consequence; they will henceforth bring their 
gifts to the parish church. They are angry with 
the Sisters because of their want of appreciation 
of Anna whose sanctity even now, they say, sur- 
passes that of all the members of the Community 
together." 

"As regards the convent," the mayor abruptly 
remarked while adjusting his heavy wig— "now 
that I think of it, there is a complaint in the office 
about a tavern near the Sisters' chapel. There 
are boisterous doings there night and day. The 
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nuns and the people of the neighborhood have 
complained. We ought to look into the matter." 

"Hardly to-day — Sir," the attorney observed, 
"the people are coming home from the Dance 
Festival and many a one is already a little top- 
heavy. It were better to defer — " 

"We'll have to look over the place right away," 
the mayor cut him short; "we'll walk over to the 
Central Market, then up the brook and by passing 
thru the narrow lanes and streets we will get near 
the cloister unnoticed from where we can see for 
ourselves what's happening at the tavern 'Red 
Hen' and what remedies ought to be applied." 

"As far as I am concerned," the nephew ven- 
tured to say, "I'll stand on the side of the 'Red 
Hen.' Catholic convents haven't much use for 
taverns at best, and it is quite possible that the 
nuns would still complain even if the place were 
decently conducted. I rely upon your good judg- 
ment, uncle." 

"I hope my worthy Algauer people will not dis- 
abuse you," the latter replied sarcastically. 

They walked as they had planned along the 
bank of the brook, past the little portal which 
leads to the convent chapel ; night was setting in. 

"Listen?" the mayor said; the party halted. 
Above in the chapel-choir the nuns were chanting 
Compline; their calm modulated singing was 
pleasing to the ear. 

All of a sudden there was a tumult of laughter 
and a clashing of mugs and schooners. 
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"You have a sample of the 'Red Hen' already," 
the mayor exclaimed. Then a stentorian voice 
was heard above all the noise and din of the bar- 
room, bawling thru the open window : 

"The hare gambols on the grass, 
The fish up and down the race, 
But, Lord Mayor, woe, alas, 
If I get to punch your face!" 

"Do you hear the boys from Algau?" the uncle 
addressed his nephew. The deputy and attorney 
indignant, were ready to rush into the taproom 
and seize and lock up the offender, but the mayor 
begged them to desist for a while. "I recognize 
the voice," he said. 

"It is dissolute Zeke, the senior blacksmith- 
hand ; 'tis in his blood ; his mother was sutler 
during the Thirty- Year's War, and he followed 
her everywhere in her peregrinations." 
The bellowing voice was heard again : 
"I fear neither devil nor death, 
Neither mayor, nor parson," he screamed, 
"A soldier boy till my last breath, 
HI be and do what pleases me— as Wallen- 
stein did!" 

"Did you see him?" some one asked the bawler. 

"Indeed I did, and Paippenheim and Tilly." 

"And Gustave Adolf also?" 

"Yes, him too ; my mother gave him a glass of 
brandy down at Ingolstadt once upon a time ; he 
had the chills and fever." 
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"Who was the greatest of them all?" 

'Tilly of course!" one of the listeners answer- 
ed, "because he had never lost a battle." 

"That's a lie, Gustave Adolf was the best 
among them!" 

"No doubt for the reason that he was a Luther- 
an!" 

"Tilly, moreover, was a morally clean man and 
was never drunk." 

"The devil !" old Zeke roared with all his might, 
resenting the praise; "who's not man enough to 
drink is only half a man; that Tilly was a 
scoundrel all the same." 

"Shut up, he was a decent Bavarian and worth 
ten of those Gustaves who did nothing but rob 
and destroy churches and convents !" 

"He did right !"— "No !"— "Now give me a 
rest!" 

One exclamation followed another pell-mell; 
then came a volley of curses, threats and maledic- 
tions; suddenly there was a rattling of broken 
glass and out flew a jug thru the window which 
landed at the feet of the interested spectators. 

At this moment some of the city police passed 
by. Going up to them the mayor commanded : 
"Shut them up and close up the place yonder!" 
Then returning to the company, past the chapel- 
gate whence the evening chant of the Sisters could 
still be heard, he said to his friends : "I know now 
what my duly is; that's a den of thieves and the 
decent people of the neighborhood iare justified in 
complaining." 



Digitized by Google 



At the Convent Gate 427 



"Do you think you can do anything about it, 
uncle?" the nephew asked. "A taverner of that 
fellow's stripe is not easily expelled from a free 
city." 

"The tavern belongs to the city." 
"And it is a source of revenue," the attorney 
remarked. 

"Revenue collected from sin, from shame," the 
mayor retorted. 

"At the next Council Meeting I'll propose that 
the prayer of the convent be granted." 

"What do the nuns want?" the nephew hypo- 
critically asked. 

"The Sisters have asked the council to sell them 
the tavern-site as cheap as .possible; they wish 
to buy it in order to abolish the present nuisance. 
Heretofore the aldermen would not consent, 
partly for the reason that they suspected the 
nuns of overstating their grievance ; but now I'll 
see that they get the house and at small cost. 
They have suffered enough already from this re- 
sort." 

"Do you mean to go out of your way to favor 
a Catholic nunnery?" the nephew inquired. 

Raising his head and with a searching look at 
the questioner, the honest mayor replied with 
determination: "I have taken an oath to serve 
the city faithfully without bribe or partiality. I 
am the mayor of the Catholics as much as of the 
Lutherans and intend to keep faith with the one 
party as with the other and that ends it!" 
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If the good Sisters had had an intimation of 
what was being decided at that hour in their fa- 
vor they would have concluded their Compline 
with a Te Deum and a Rosary for the welfare of 
the just and honorable Mayor of Kaufbeuren. 

At eleven o'clock when the watchman with 
bugle and halberd was making his rounds, the 
tavern was dark and closed. The streets were 
quiet and sweet slumber held the town enthralled. 

In the house of the weaver, however, a soul was 
still awake. Directly above the parental sleep- 
ing-room, there was a little cell, access to which 
was by a narrow steep stairs. This little chamber 
had two windows; the wooden ceiling and the 
beam-supports were not even white-washed; 
agiainst the wall near the door, there stood a 
poor, simple bed. 

At the bedside, with her hands folded, her eyes 
raised to heaven, Anna, the saintly weaver's 
daughter was kneeling immovably in rapt ador- 
ation. The moon gazing in reverently, silvered 
the modest bed and the plain low window-cur- 
tains, flooded the room with light and enhaloed 
the silent, statuesque worshiper. Here was a 
sanctuary indeed, the habitation of a wonder- 
child chosen from among thousands, an angelic 
being in the midst of a sordid world. This little 
cell in which bloomed and throve a heavenly exot- 
ic flower of the Holy Ghost, was a paradise in the 
sight of God ; innocence and devotion and virtue, 
faith and love exhaled their perf ume within these 
four walls at night when the house was dead in 
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sleep. And heaven came down and condescended 
to make this humble spot a part of its domain. 
Here the child of grace was flavored with the 
presence of angels and saints ; the Mother of God 
and her Divine Son deigned to visit the angelic 
girl in this hidden nook, to converse with her and 
to help her scale the heights of sanctity unknown 
to the world and unseen, hedging her round with 
the protecting thorns of poverty, lowliness and re- 
tirement. 

On this night as had often happened before 
Anna was in ecstasy. She saw and heard nothing 
of what was going on around her, she was re- 
moved, as it were, to another world; her soul 
had flown to heaven, her body remained on earth. 

What was it she saw, what was it she heard 
with the senses of her soul during these hours? 
Consoling sights, consoling words no doubt, for 
the bitter disappointment her father's prohibition 
against entering the convent had caused her. For 
after all she was assured that it was God's will 
she should go. 

Her face was transfigured and she smiled 
sweetly. 

Perhaps that same angel was in her presence 
who once before had appeared to her bearing a 
heavy cross and who with the habit of St. Fran- 
cis in his hand said: "My child, this habit is 
waiting for you." 

Or maybe the Blessed Savior Himself was 
speaking to her. Thus immovably on her knees 
the saintly weaver's child continued till the large 
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bell in St. Martin's tower announced the midnight 
hour. 

♦ * * 

The honest mayor did as he had determined. 
At the first Council Meeting he brought up the 
subject of the tavern the 'Red Hen;' he as- 
sured his colleagues that from personal observa- 
tion he wtas convinced the place was not only a 
nuisance to the neighborhood but also that it dis- 
turbed the nuns in their prayers. The city 
could not stand for this; therefore he proposed to 
the council to sell the property to the Sisters and 
at a low price. His proposition was unanimous- 
ly accepted. The joy of the Religious m*ay well be 
imagined when the mayor himself the next day 
informed them of the fact. The Community 
thanked him a thousand times and promised 
henceforth to remember him and his needs and 
the members of the council in its prayers. 

"Do as you promise, Venerable Mother, and if 
ever I have any special concern upon my mind 
I will let you know. Who knows but some day 
this little convent may be of service to me ; one 
good turn deserves another." 

A year had passed and a new May with a new 
wealth of glory and beauty toad arrived. On the 
hill, in the chapel of St. Blase on the north side 
of the town, a couple kneeling in the old Gothic 
pews was meditating and perhaps praying: 
Matthias Woerle the Mayor of Kaufbeuren and his 
wife; it was evening and there was no one else 
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in the little sanctuary. The artistic, handmade, 
gilded Gothic altar looked out solemnly from its 
arched recess, the wood-engravings also on the 
side walk, upon the silent pair. With predilection 
the mayor loved to stop in this holy place a while 
after his day's work and his evening walk ; per- 
haps he was impressed and soothed by the atmos- 
phere of peace which dwelt within its precincts. 
Getting up and looking down the aisles with evi- 
dent pleasure he remarked to his wife : "How is it 
that in spite of an attraction which draws me into 
this chapel I feel nevertheless as if I ought not to 
enter?" 

"Maybe it is because we are Evangelicals," she 
replied ; "still no one has a right to forbid us. OUr 
ancestors have built the shrine, surely it is our 
privilege then, to visit it." 

"Yes, but just because our forefathers have 
built it, might not that be the very reason that the 
place and the pictures ask us in their name : 'Why 
have you forsaken the faith of your people? Has 
your new faith made you better and more pious 
than were your forebears in the old?' We have 
no answer to give; we can only hang our heads 
in shame. Our Catholic fathers were most as- 
suredly more virtuous than we. And our Catholic 
fellow-citizens in the town— do they stand back 
* of the Lutherans in real piety and civic virtue?" 

"Now, now, don't begin harping on that sub- 
ject again, it can't be changed any more," his wife 
pleasantly remonstrated. "How can it serve us 
Lutherans nowadays to say: We have gone too 
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far at the time of the Reformation; trying to re- 
form the Church we have destroyed her"? 

"Yes, that Church Revolt has harmed the king- 
dom irretrievably; it has split the nation into 
halves and has begotten more hatred among us 
than any other people in the world has ever ex- 
perienced." 

"Console yourself, Matthias, the day will yet 
come when this division will be healed and our 
people be united again in one faith." 

"0 Margaret, how can that ever be realized?" 

"Not thru hatred and combat but thru love." 

^God grant that it come to pass," the husband 
replied leaving the chapel. From the pretty lawn 
at its front he looked down upon the city, upon 
the gables and ridges of the houses, the streets and 
alleys, the towers and gates bathed in the light 
of the setting sun. Musing the couple tarried on 
the hill. Still pursuing his train of thought he ob- 
served : "If I were able to banish from the council 
and from the city all religious strife, I would 
stop at no sacrifice to achieve it. To accomplish 
this has been the dream of my life. Then would 
we have a reformed city in truth. Then would 
Kaufbeuren attain a glory and repute which 
would make it known thruout the kingdom and 
place it in line with Augsburg and Vienna. Lords 
and princes would visit it, the emperor and dukes 
honor it; the treasures of the world would ac- 
cumulate within its walls and the sick, the poor, 
the miserable, would be provided for and be made 
happy. 
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"It is only a dream, I know," he said smiling, 
"we shall not even see the day when our town will 
surpass Eemplen— but all the same I like to 
dream of its glorious future realized." 

"Matthias, your dream may be a premonition 
and if a premonition, it will be fullfilled/' 

"If only I knew how to go about it to make 
Kaufbeuren renowned the world over !" 

"Do even your smallest duty perfectly at all 
times," she answered happily, "and God will do 
His part." 

"You are ever my living edition of Thomas k 
Kempis," Woerle laughed, "and I think you are 
right." 

Turning to the right they continued their walk 
over the hills along the city-wall. Finches, rob- 
ins and lapwings were singing all around them. 
Regaled by the odoriferous mountain air they 
finally descended to the town below. 

In the meantime a pathetic scene bad been en- 
acted within the convent enclosure. 

At the door of the Superioress' cell, Anna, the 
weaver's daughter with downcast eyes and clasp- 
ed hands had stood before the strict Venerable 
Mother Theresa. For the fifth time she had ven- 
tured to ask admission into the cloister. More than 
ever before she had hoped that her prayer would 
be granted this day. But in spite of her sighs and 
tears she was again grievously disappointed. 

"No doubt you are a good girl and wish very 
much to enter among us," the Superioress 
^sternly observed, "but without some dowry we 
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cannot receive you, we cannot. Our convent is 
poor — and has not the means the people imagine ; 
on the contrary, we have hardly enough to sup- 
port ourselves and just now especially with the 
purchase price of the tavern to meet, we are in 
sore straits; we will not be able to pay the 
principal in ten years, perhaps not even the in- 
terest. It is not possible, then, my child, to re- 
ceive you and you must do the best you can with- 
out the habit. So do not come again, this refusal 

is final. Remain good and God bless you " 

Anna did not hear the last words. Stepping 
from the room she closed the door behind her. 
Then hiding her face in her apron she wept bit- 
terly as she walked down the corridor past the 
Sisters' cells. "All, all is over," she sobbed, look- 
ing at the picture of the Crucifixion which hung 
over the landing-place of the short stairs she was 
descending. 

Weeping she knelt down and prayed : u O my 
God, I am now deserted by all. My father is 
against me, my relatives and friends are opposed 
to me, and even my Confessor refuses to help me 
any longer, and now the Venerable Mother has 
turned me away and told me not to come again. 
And yet I know that I am called to the cloister ; 
day and night I am drawn thither and no where 
else can I find peace and happiness ... .0 my Sav- 
ior," she continued with a trustful look upward, 
"all men have spurned me ; Thou, then, alone must 
help me to do Thy will. I pray, I beg Thee, my 
dearest Lord and Master, speak the word which 
will help me to enter this heaven of the blessed." 
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Childlike and with a boundless confidence the 
maiden gazed upon the picture of the Crucified 
with an inexpressible longing. 

"Here shall your dwelling-place be," she heard 
spoken distinctly, solemnly, mysteriously. The 
words seemed to have come from the picture 
above. 

In mute, unutterable joy the maiden with beam- 
ing eyes raised her hands aloft in thanksgiving to 
God. That a miracle had been worked she never 
for a moment reflected, so full of happiness was 
her soul that some day her wish would be realized. 

A quarter of an hour later, when Anna having 
risen from her knees was approaching the gate, 
Sister Johanna the portress who was devoted to 
her, said sympathetically: "Dear Anna, if it is 
really your vocation, you will surely be admitted 
and .perhaps soon. In proportion as the need is 
great, God is nigh." 

The maiden smiled : "Oh, yes, yes, I'll not lose 
hope; I'm not yet worthy; the blessing would be 
beyond my deserts." She departed. Hardly 
outside she passed the mayor and his wife, who 
from St. Blase hill by one of the lower streets, 
were on their way to the Fruit Market and home- 
ward bound. Mr. Woerle espied her immediately : 
"There is Miss Hoess, the best girl in Kaufbeuren. 
— Good day, Anna, how are you ? Will the Ladies 
of Maierhof soon receive you?" 

Blushing the maiden lowered her head in pres- 
ence of the official ; it was quite an honor public- 
ly to be spoken to and greeted by the mayor. 
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"God bless you, Lord Mayor," she replied, "I 
am doing well ; my admittance into the convent, 
however, has been indefinitely deferred." 

"Why so?" 

"Because— because — I am the daughter of poor 
parents and the convent in its present condition 
cannot receive a poor girl." 

"Who told you that?" 

"The Venerable Mother, my lord." 

"Are you still minded to enter?" 

She gave the mayor one look, but a look that re- 
vealed her soul. 

"Have patience, good child, if it is God's will, 
your wish will soon be granted ; give my regards 
to your father; good-by!" 

"God bless you, worthy Lord Mayor!" 

Proceeding on their way, Mr. Woerle remarked 
to his wife : "We must help this most excellent 
girl; the Ladies would receive her without fur- 
ther ado if it were not for her want of money and 
their poverty. But for once, Venerable Mother 
Theresa, you'll have to give in to me; if no one 
else will interest himself to help this marvelous 
maid to the convent, then the Lutheran mayor 
will do so." 

He laughed at his own words. 

"How are you going to do that, Matthias?" his 
wife asked; "nuns oftentimes are stubborn and 
self-willed ; surely you will not risk a refusal. 
Moreover, Anna Hoess after all concerns you 
mighty little." 
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"Anna Hoess is the best girl in the whole city 
of which I am mayor ; she wishes to enter a con- 
vent and is certainly fitted for one; if, then, in 
behalf of her vocation I can be of service to her, 
it is my simple duty to do so. What was it you 
said to me on the hill an hour ago, Margaret? — 
'Do even your smallest duty perfectly at all times 
that is the begining of greatness !' " 

"You wiseacre! you have a way of confound- 
ing me with my own words !" she replied ; "I 
meant it only for the best." 

"Don't bother yourself; I'll bring it about. The 
Religious up there are indebted to me for having 
rid them of a nuisance and for having sold them 
the tavern-site cheap ; at the time I told them that 
maybe, sooner or later they could return the fa- 
vor — the occasion is at hand, I will ask that to 
oblige me, they must admit Anna, the weaver's 
daughter. I have the highest esteem for the mai- 
den and am convinced the convent will suffer 
nothing by accepting her. Within a couple of 
days I'll bring the matter before the Superioress." 

"Just wait, she will meet you with her stubborn 
doctor's head," the wife teased. Mother Theresa 
was the daughter of the house-physician to the 
Elector of Bavaria. 

'Then I'll confront her with my Kaufbeuren 
mayor's head which is bigger and tougher!" he 
laughed. 

Mr. Woerle the mayor, stood by his word. With- 
out consulting anybody he went about his task. 
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The next day he called at the convent and asked 
to see the Superioress. Not the least hint did he 
let slip of his knowledge of what had occurred the 
day before. He begged the Venerable Mother 
bluntly to receive the pious Miss Hoess into the 
order : "It would be a ipity," he said, turning to 
the Mistress of Novices who was listening with 
delight to what was said of Anna whom she had 
long treasured in her heart, "if so angelic a child 
should be obliged to remain in the world." 

With an allusion to the fact that he would con- 
sider ta compliance with his request a return for 
past favors, he concluded. Mother Theresa was 
in a dilemma : yesterday she had refused the 
child once and for all times, to-day she is asked to 
verse herself and say "yes !" 

Invoking the saints secretly, she begged they 
might tell her what to answer. Casually she 
noticed a certain letter which lay on her desk; it 
suggested a solution. 

"To-morrow the Rev. Provincial Odoricus will 
be here for the official visitation of the convent," 
she replied, pointing to the letter; "I will com- 
municate to him your words and hope that I will 
then be able to comply with the wish of the Lord 
Mayor of Kaufbeuren." 

The day after, at noon, a messenger came to the 
weaver's cottage and said : "His Honor, the Lord 
Mayor, cordially invites Miss Anna to call for a 
minute at his office, but let her not be frighten- 
ed." 
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Anna was overwhelmed with surprise. Neither 
she nor her parents surmised what the reason for 
the invitation could be. 

She dressed herself quickly and was off to the 
Court House. There she found the mayor in 
conversation with a Religious, the Provincial of 
the Franciscans in all Wirtemberg. The former 
kindly greeting the timid maid, said: "His Rev- 
erence, the Provincial, wishes to speak to you; 
don't be afraid, for God is especially propitious 
to you to-day." 

The Religious taking her aside questioned her 
about her life, her vocation, her parents' liveli- 
hood, but particularly about the state of her soul. 
She was walking by his side answering the ques- 
tions as they were put and therefore did not no- 
tice the wonderment with which the Rev. Visitor 
every now and then looked at her. It did not take 
long to convince him that he was dealing with a 
soul of rare and exceptional merit. 

The examination over he said to her: "Re- 
main here a little longer." Then going over to the 
mayor he spoke in an undertone: "A thousand 
thanks to you, honorable Lord Mayor, for having 
pointed out to me this priceless pearl. The child 
has no idea of its exalted virtue and how it is fa- 
vored by God. If ever there was a maiden with a 
Religious vocation it is she. I declare that I will re- 
ceive her with greatest pleasure and without 
dowry this very day. Her virtues are a treasure 
of inestimable price; may God reward you, Sir, 
for the service you have herewith done the child 
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and your city. I will now grant you the pleasure 
of announcing to Anna in person that she is re- 
ceived. But do not praise her too much !" 

"Anna, come here!" the mayor called with 
evident delight ; when she had placed herself be- 
fore the two dignitaries he said : 

"Be glad, my child, for with the permission of 
the Rev. Provincial, I am authorized to tell you 
that this day you are accepted for the Convent 
Maierhof. You can enter whenever you please 
and you need bring nothing with you excepting 
your virtues and your good resolutions." 

An involuntary exclamation of joy escaped her 
lips. Her face was transfigured and shone like 
the countenance of one of the elect when this an- 
nouncement so unexpected was made to her. In 
lieu of words, tears of happiness welled from her 
eyes. Kneeling before the Rev. Superior she beg- 
ged : "Oh, bless me, Rev. Father, that I may de- 
serve this grace and may become a good Reli- 
gious." 

"Forget not to thank the Lord Mayor especial- 
ly," he said; "he alone deserves the credit that 
you are admitted among the nuns." 

"Did God, then, send you" the maiden utter- 
ed in surprise ; "when I was forsaken by all ! Oh, 
may God reward you and those dear to you ; I will 
never forget you and yours neither in the con- 
vent nor in heaven." 

With brief words the mayor congratulated her 
and then turning aside tried to quell the emotions 
of his heart which were overmastering him. 
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Who can describe the feeling with which the 
saintly girl left the mayor's office, the ardor of her 
thanksgiving in the church on her way home, the 
grief of her loved ones. The father seeing the 
finger of God in the last development could no 
longer refuse his consent. Anna put off her de- 
parture eleven days and then on the 16th of June, 
1703, entered the Convent of Virgins of Maier- 
hof. 

Herewith our story ought to end. 

We prefer, however, to add the following. The 
very day after her entrance the saintly virgin 
by a special dispensation of God received the holy 
habit. And on the 18th of June, 1704, after an 
unusually hard and searching (probation she was 
admitted to Profession. Her face was resplend- 
ent with an inward fire when she came up to the 
altar to pronounce her vows and seal her im- 
molation with Holy Communion. Many years af- 
ter she affirmed that at that moment her Savior 
was visibly present to her eyes. 

The fiery ordeal of suffering and persecution 
to which she had been subjected during her novit- 
iate was extended to years beyond and all the 
while the heroic maiden was engaged in the hard- 
est menial work. But peace came at last and the 
Sisters learnt gradually to esteem and prize her 
as a saint. 

Crescentia, that was her name in Religion, af- 
ter a time was appointed portress of the gate 
where in days gone by she had so often stood and 
knocked for admittance and been refused. Then 
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she was elected Mistress of Novices — this office 
she held for twenty years — and finally in her 
fifty-ninth year she was unanimously chosen 
Mother Superior. 

For the rest of her life, as Mother, she oc- 
cupied the very room from where with sobs and 
sighs she stepped, when Mother Theresa told her 
definitely she could not receive her; in this same 
cell her heroic life came to a close. 

Holy Week, 1744, she was in her agony and at 
midnight on the Vigil of Easter, her spotless soul 
took its flight to meet its Bridegroom Christ in 
heaven ; this was April the 5th. Crescentia attain- 
ed the age of sixty-one and one-half years of 
which forty-one were spent in the cloister. From 
the city and the country the people came in im- 
mense crowds; in and out the little convent chap- 
el in an endless procession Catholics and Protest- 
ants moved to look once more at the sweet face of 
the holy nun. It was a most touching sight to see 
the white-haired James Metzger, the old Prot- 
estant neighbor of the weaver's family who had 
known Anna from a child, among the crowd pay- 
ing his last respects. "Oh, that was a marvelous- 
ly good, god-fearing maiden," he said, "who nev- 
er offended anybody !" 

Her body wtas laid by near the sanctuary un- 
der the choir grate over which a large flag-stone 
marked with a simple cross was placed ; twenty- 
seven years later only, an inscription was added. 

The worthy Mayor Woerle had preceded bless- 
ed Crescentia to the next world by many years. 
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He died a Catholic at heart, for it was while un- 
der instruction which was to prepare him for the 
final step, that death surprised him. No doubt 
God rewarded him for the good he did; more- 
over, he had a powerful patron in blessed Cres- 
centia pleading for him. 

And the dream which he had related to his wife 
many, many years before on that idyllic spot, St. 
Blase-hill, of the glory and renown of his city 
Kaufbeuren, has been fulfilled and in a measure 
far beyond what he had imagined. It is true this 
renown was achieved not quite in the manner sug- 
gested by his dream, still much credit toward its 
realization is due him for the reason that he had 
helped the saintly weaver's daughter into the con- 
vent in the face of a strong opposition from an 
overwise Superioress; this child of God it was 
that brought honor, glory and renown, to its na- 
tive city Kaufbeuren. 

As early as 1730 Crescentia was known over 
the whole of Europe and hundreds of letters came 
to her daily asking for advice and pilgrims ar- 
rived from many lands to consult her upon every 
imaginable subjectj concerning their temporal and 
spiritual welfare. The highest dignitaries in 
Church and State visited and wrote to her. 
Among others, the Sovereign Princess the Elec- 
tress of Bavaria, came to Kaufbeuren four times : 
Cardinal Theodore; the Elector Clement August 
Archbishop of Cologne, and countless others 
among the nobility and higher clergy, bishops, 
abbots, prelates, etc. were seen at cloister Maier- 
hof. 
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A special secretary was necessary to answer, 
as the Saint dictated, the numberless letters. 
Thousands of them after having been read and 
replied to, Crescentia burnt because they contain- 
ed questions of conscience. At the time of her 
death 877 were left on hand unanswered; letters 
from the Empress Amalia, from the Queen dow- 
ager, from the Elector of Bavaria, from King 
Augustus, from Queen Josejpha of Poland, from 
dukes, princes, margraves, state-officials and from 
the clergy of every rank. These strictly personal 
letters directed to the Saint came too late for her 
perusal and were therefore destroyed. 

If her advice and prayers were sought with 
such eagerness during her lifetime, her interces- 
sion was implored with still greater vehemence 
after her death. The renown of her extraordinary 
virtue spread far and wide. Only a few weeks af- 
ter her death, namely, on the 19th of May, 1744, 
Pope Benedict XIV., commissioned the Archbishop 
of Cologne to draw up an official inquiry into the 
life and virtues and supernatural gifts of Cres- 
centia. This was done; it was a preliminary to 
the process of Beatification. But the common 
people argued from these first steps that the holy 
Sister was already a saint in heaven, and that the 
Church in good time would so declare her. In 
consequence, Kaufbeuren and its renowned con- 
vent were the goal of thousands upon thousands 
of pilgrims who came to pray at the grave of the 
blessed one; many of them received wonderful 
spiritual favors from the Saint and many were 
miraculously cured of incurable bodily ailments. 
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Visitors came from Bavaria, Austria, Switzer- 
land, Hungary, Bohemia, Italy— from every part 
of Europe. The faithful knelt before her grave 
and kissed the stone which covered it; laid their 
pictures and rosaries upon it which henceforth 
they treasured as heirlooms, and then after hav- 
ing received the Holy Sacraments they returned to 
their homes, helped, consoled, converted. 

It is a most remarkable fact that the rich, the 
highborn especially, seem to have been attracted 
to the tomb of the holy weaver's child and among 
all the saints to have singled her out as their pro- 
tectress. 

The Elector of Saxony, of Bavaria, — the Elec- 
tor Max Joseph visited her grave seven or eight 
times — the Prince of Sigmaringen, the Elector 
of the Palatinate, the Margravine of Baden, and 
many others. 

The Empress Maria Theresa enriched her 
shrine with precious gifts, for example with a set 
of vestments made by herself; her royal daughter- 
in-law, the wife of Joseph II, pilgrimaged twice 
to Kaufbeuren. 

It would be but a tiresome repetition of titles to 
enumerate the nobility that prayed at blessed 
Crescentia's tomb. Hardly thirty-five years had 
elapsed since her death and the number of prince- 
ly visitors to Kaufbeuren had reached 3600; of 
the common people the number went into the the 
tens of thousands and every year thereafter with 
leaps and bounds increased by tens of thousands 
more. In the first years, 30,000 pilgrims visited 
her grave, a few years later 70,000; in the seven 
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years between 1772-1779, 550,000 pilgrims pray- 
ed at her shrine. Ten to twelve Masses were 
said daily in the little chapel above her remains. 

The number of votive-tablets and presents of all 
kinds in testimony of favors received was im- 
mense. Six years after Crescentia's death 6000 
were counted ; in the year 1775, 30,000 ; they were 
put away and treasured in twenty-two large pres- 
ses which stood in the convent garden. Among 
these tangible acknowledgments, 2800 pieces 
were made of gold or silver ; there were rings, 
jewelry, coins, pearls, precious stones, chalices and 
vestments in the collection; some had been sent 
thither from Malta and far away Moscow. The 
most touching of the tablets, however, were the 
duplicates of an arm or a foot restored, or the 
crude drawings of the simple and the poor, pro- 
claiming as best they could the power and good- 
ness of Blessed Crescentia. 

But the temporal favors which the Saint ob- 
tained for her clients cannot compare in worth 
or number with the countless stupendous conver- 
sions she worked for souls in need. Many who 
were brought back thru her intercession were 
men steeped in every vice ; hardened, incorrigible 
sinners, whom the most zealous even had given 
up; men who had lived in sin for ten or twenty 
years or longer with impunity. 

Here at her shrine in the cloister-chapel, their 
eyes were suddenly opened, their callous hearts 
were softened, and in an unaccountable way 
thru the mercy of God and the prayer of His ser- 
vant, were led to bewail their sins and with a 
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General Confession to begin a new life. Unseen 
and unknown their prayer of thanksgiving as- 
cended to the skies. The grave of the holy maid- 
en had brought them a new life and her prayers, 
the grace of perseverance. 

Those infected with impurity were special ob- 
jects of pity to the angelic maiden and her sub- 
jects for help by predilection as it seemed. Con- 
fessors were aware of this and attested that many 
souls in despair, who were gone beyond the hope 
of recovery, received new strength, new courage 
at her tomb, and grace to become reconciled again 
to God with power to hold their evil inclinations 
in check. 

The melancholy, the lowspirited, the scrupu- 
lous, were helped and mental afflictions of all kinds 
relieved. Surely such triumphs of grace surpass 
beyond measure the achievements of artists and 
writers, of poets and scientists, of politicians and 
statesmen, with all their orders and decorations ; 
decorations which, fade into insignificance beside 
the supernatural honor and renown which glori- 
fies the grave of the holy weaver's daughter. 

The work of Beatification went along more 
slowly than might have been expected. The Holy 
Father himself warned against undue haste; 
then, too, a spirit of false enlightenment in 
France was beginning to grow and spread over 
Europe. Moreover, a canon of the cathedral of 
Augsburg did all in his power to halt and stay 
the process — yet strange to say, twenty years 
later he became one of the most fervent clients 
of the Saint. 
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After 1773, however, the cause proceeded rapid- 
ly. Credit for this was due in the first place — 
who would have believed it possible — to the 
frivolous, lukewarm Prince Charles Eugene of 
Wirtemberg, who had been deeply impressed with 
what he had heard and seen of the life and power 
of the Saint during his sojourn in Kaufbeuren. 

He enlisted the service of the bishop of Augs- 
burg, the Elector Clement Wenceslaus, in be- 
half of the Saint. The preparatory processes were 
begun and finished in three years, the due account 
of which fills twenty volumes. The documents 
were forwarded to Rome and examined, and on 
the 2nd of August, 1801, Pope Pius VII declared 
Crescentia of Kaufbeuren Venerable on account 
of her heroic virtues. 

During the Napoleonic wars the process was 
again interrupted and the convent of Kaufbeuren 
secularized ; only in 1830 could the cause be taken 
up again. Finally in 1884 the last steps were tak- 
en and on the Feast of the Holy Rosary, 1900, 
Pope Leo XIII declared Crescentia Blessed. 

The Beatification of Blessed Crescentia was 
celebrated in Kaufbeuren from the 5th to the 12th 
of May, 1901. Her holy relics were exposed to the 
veneration of the faithful, her panegyric was 
preached, there were processions and eulogies in 
her honor, and thousands upon thousands of 
visitors from all South "Germany thronged to the 
city during that octave to show their love and 
veneration for the holy maid. 

Thus was the dream of the Mayor of Kaufbeu- 
ren realized. 
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